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Shadows lurked around the room like omnipresent ghosts, watching the human spectres that sat at the bar. 
The smell of stale alcohol was sharp in the air and, bar the jaunty hum of country music on the jukebox and 


the occasional thunk of a tumbler on scratched wooden surfaces, there was no other noise. 


Dave sat at the bar, his feet hooked around the legs of the stool and his knees nearly on his stomach. He 
stared, dead-eyed, at the glass of cheap whisky before him. He was lost in its amber gaze, neither mourning 
nor hoping. Just existing. Just trying to numb something that lounged in the pit of his stomach. 


Draining the last of the fiery liquid, he slammed the glass onto the wooden surface and lifted his aching gaze 
to the young barman, Tattoos snaked over willowy arms and a sticky bar towel was tossed over one shoulder. 


His eyes, as dead as Dave's, stared back at the dark-haired man before him. 


“Same again, Grohl?" 


Dave nodded and silently pushed the glass closer. Like everyone else in the bar he was in no mood for talking. 
No one ever was. hell, even the elderly poker players in the corner kept themselves quiet. It was a bar for 


stewing and simmering and trying to quell the feelings that bubbled in all of them. 


To his left, Dave heard the door slam open. There was a wave of noise and feet on the hollow wooden floor. 
Lowering his head to hide behind his hair, he softly snarled to himself. It was Friday night so of course he 
favourite, peaceful, haunt would, eventually, be invaded. Most of the time the weekend drinkers stayed away. 


The moment they walked in the fuck off and don't return atmosphere would hit them like a truck and they'd 


turn tail for somewhere more.. lively. But this crowd.. 


Dave picked up his fresh drink and took a sip of the live-giving alcohol. It was the only thing he had left. The 
only thing that believed in him. The only thing that didn't let him down, walk out on him, or force him to work 


until he was raw with pain. 


But that night wasn't going to be a quiet night. From beneath his hair, Dave watched them cluster around the 
corner of the bar. They stared at the sparse selection of drinks; the two beers that were on tap and the 
single row of throat-ripping spirits that lined the back. The barman - Dave had never learned his name in the 
two years that he'd been going to the bar - glared at the gaggle of suited office drones before putting down 
the glass that he was polishing. 


"What can | get y'all?" 
"Don't know yet," one of the group replied. 


He turned his attention back to his drink as they muttered among themselves. There was a pause and, in that 


normally-peaceful moment of silence, Dave felt his stomach lurch. 


‘Oh my God, its DAVE FUCKIN! GROHL!!!" 


David had long since stopped waiting up for his husband. Over the past two years Dave had disappeared at 
dusk and returned at dawn, reeking of cigarette smoke and stale alcohol. David had tried to reason with him 
but those now cool, dead eyes just looked straight through him. Dave was lost and hurting and had locked out 


everyone he loved. 


The heartbreak should have faded a long time ago. But sliding into a cold bed with nothing but a small night 
light for company hurt David every time. He tried to quash the tears for the millionth time but it was to no 
avail as he hugged Dave's whisky-scented pillow and prayed that the younger man would make it through the 
night. 


His phone lay on the bedside table, permanently on silent but within reach to check for calls. Dave's behaviour, 
David's own therapist had said, was reckless and selfish. It wasn't just endangering himself but also threatening 
to ruin everything that he had had. David constantly worried that the younger man would end up injured, or 


worse. 


They had talked about it. Or rather, David had tried to talk to Dave about it, only for the other man to down 
another shot of whiskey and give him a funy look. David had tried to voice his fears, the ones where Dave 
ended up in jail, or worse. But it was all to no avail. Dave was on a path that only he could see and for what 
reason, David didn't know. Only the younger man knew the reason behind his excessive drinking and only he 


could stop it. 


He may have missed Dave. But he missed the man that he used to be. The cheeky prankster with a devilish 
twinkle in his eye and an impish grin. The man who had a heart of solid gold and whose idea of a good time was 
to curl up next to David and tickle him into submission. That was the man that he'd fallen in love with, not the 
one who'd become cold and calculating with a side order of passive-aggression. David could still hear Dave's 
parting words ringing in his ears and stabbing through his heart. 


If you really loved me, you'd join me. Then | wouldnt have to go out. 


At the bottom of a hole that he couldn't get out of, Dave had forgotten that David had once lived with life- 


threatening addictions. Not just his own but also those of a man who'd been to rehab numerous times. 


Rolling onto his side, David faced his lover's empty half of the bed. He could feel his heart aching and calling to 
the man who'd once so gleefully fallen onto the sheets with him. The tears once more rose to his eyes and, in 
the background, he could hear his phone vibrating. He chose to ignore it, instead giving into the pain that 


overwhelmed him as much as it had overwhelmed his husband. 


Hello Darkness, my old friend. 

The alcohol steamed through him, making him invincible. In the blink of an eye he was able to go from 
belligerent drunk to life of the party. He dragged the group to his favourite haunts, paying their door fees and 
opening tabs wherever they went. He gave them a night that they'd forget but that their social media 


wouldn't. 


Another phone was thrust in his face. Another arm wrapped around his shoulders. He pasted on another 


grimace-smile. There was another digital click and another | love you, dude! 
He was their dude. Their man. Their amigo. They loved him. And, in some strange way, he loved them, too. 


They'd always love him, just as long as he kept on drinking. 


David woke with a cold chill in his heart. Sun streamed through window but he felt none of its warmth. The 
bed beside him was still empty and he hadn't been woken up by the front door slamming shut. Nor had he 


been woken by Dave cursing loudly, or by the younger man's drunken snoring. 


He felt heavy as he reached behind himself for his phone. He had everything that he could ever want; love, a 
home, stability, and a beautiful husband. And all for what? For the other man to keep throwing it into the 


wind? 


Instantly he wished that he'd left his phone exactly where it had been. The screen was awash with messages, 


missed called, and voicemails. All, bar a few, bore the same message. 
Turn on the news 

Turn on the news, David 

TURN ON THE NEWS! 


Rolling onto his back and feeling the sickness swirl through him, David opened a message from a mutual friend 
of Dave and himself and stared at the link. Maybe he didn't want to see the news. Maybe he didn't want to 
know what had happened. Maybe he didn't want to face the reality that his worst nightmare had come true. 


But he still clicked on the link 
And wished that he hadn't. 


A video from a Los Angeles news station launched and, before he could catch his breath, the anchor was 


giving him the news that he'd hoped he'd never hear. 


"Foo Fighters front man, Dave Grohl, was tonight pulled from the wreckage of his two-hundred-thousand dollar 
Tesla after a collusion with a concrete planter outside of the Staples Center. Grohl, fifty, was alive and 
appeared uninjured when fire fighters released him. He was arrested on the spot and taken the Hollywood jail to 
be charged for driving under the influence of alcohol. Tesla engineers have already said that the car was not in 
its controversial auto-pilot mode when the collusion happened. We'll bring you more on this story as it 


develops." 


David felt numb as the report showed the CCTV footage of the black car blowing straight through a red light 
before skidding over the crossroads. A heartbeat later and it ploughed into the planter with enough force to 
lift the rear wheels from the road. Glass, metal, and plastic exploded from the now ruined vehicle as the rest 


of traffic came to a standstill. 


And then everything faded to black 


He felt nothing and there was no urgency for him to get out of bed He predictions that he'd made eighteen 


months previously had finally come true. 

No tears. No heartbreak. No agony over his husband. Just an odd numbness that was broken by his phone 
ringing. He didn't even open his eyes to answer it. But before he could talk, an electronic voice notified him that 
the call was coming from within the LA County jail system. 

"I'm not bailing you out" His voice was as dead as his heart. 

"David! It's only two thousand!" 

"No. This needs to stop. You've had your warning, now take the consequences." 

"David!" Dave didn't sound as though he was fully sober. "Please! I've got a show tonight." 

"Il handle your fuck up. Don't worry." 


"David, if you loved me you'd come and get me." 


That hurt and David tried to sink deeper into the bed. He'd tried to stop the heartbreak but those few words 
shattered him. The tears that he thought he'd no longer cry finally came. 


"No," he whispered. "| won't come and get you. | love you dearly, Dave. With all of my heart. But bailing you out 
of jail isnt what you need right now. You need help. Real and serious help. So I'm going to leave you there until 
the judge decides what to do with you." 


"David, no!" 


David could still Dave screaming abuse as he hung up. 
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Everything was blurry and it wasn't from the alcohol that was slowly seeping from his system. He'd broken his 
glasses in the crash and, without them, he could see little more than the black and white striped jumpsuit that 
the County jail had issued him with. 


The jail's holding pens were like a cattle market. And, like a cattle market, they were noisy and smelly. He 
refused to move from the corner that had become his home for the past eight hours, listening as fifteen 


other men snored, farted, shit, and screamed his name. 


And he hurt. Oh, how he hurt. Not just the pounding hangover that was thundering through his skull but his 
body. Everything ached from the impact of the crash but, bar a bruised cheekbone and his wounded ego, he'd 


walked away from it. 


Dave knew he'd been lucky but he didn't feel it sat on the cold concrete bench with a husband who wouldn't 


answer his calls. Deep down he was seething, the anger boiling his blood. He wanted to lash out at the world, 


and at David. But sitting behind bars meant that he was going nowhere fast. David had made sure of that. 


It took David nearly two hours to get from the bed to the shower and into the car. Two hours of living in his 
own head and playing over the violent footage from the previous night. He wondered where he himself had 


gone wrong. Debated whether he could have slowed or stopped Dave's out of control drinking. 

David fought back tears as he sat on the gridlocked freeway. Everything he - they - had worked for was 
being thrown away in moments of reckless stupidity. Fall from stages. Voicing his drinking habits on radio. 
Getting into a car while being way over the limit. Dave had gone from sensible to suicidal. It was almost as 


though he was doing his best to tank his carefully crafted career. 


The phone was ringing and Dave wanted to ignore it but he knew that he couldn't. Dave had a show. Hell, the 


Foo Fighters had a show and now it was off because Dave was sitting in jail. 

John, Dave's manager, was on the other end of the line. "You bailing him out, David?" 

"Nope." He tried his best to keep his voice in check but knew that it was cracking with emotion. 

"There's a show to-" 

"| know," David snapped. "Don't think he's already called me, begging me to bail him out. Not happening, John 


Sorry. Something's been going on for a long time and I've tried to talk him down from the drinking. But it's not 


worked and now he's sitting in jail. Fucker's lucky to be alive." 


"We'll bail him out" David could hear the mild anger in the other man's voice. He knew that John wanted Dave 
out. Knew that there was a lot of money at stake and if the show was cancelled it would become another in a 
long line of cancellations. The band were getting a reputation and ninety percent of that negative reputation was 


because of Dave. 


"Don't. Let him take the hit for this one. Cancel the show, get refunds or a reschedule rolling. Charge any costs 
to his personal account. John, I'm sorry for snapping and I'm sorry for doing this, but he's sick Very sick. And 
if he doesn't get help soon we're all going to lose him. You see the good side of him. The side that comes in 
happy and cheery and ready to cut deals. | get the dark side, John, and I'm not prepared to live with that any 
longer. He's staying in jail until the judge decides what to do with him." 


"He could get jail time." 


David could feel the frustration and anger and pain growing. He desperately tried not to take it out on the man 


on the end of the phone. 


"Dave is not a commodity," he said softly. "He's a human being who's having a very bad time right now. Yes, | 
understand that he needs to be out there making money. But he's made you a Hell of a lot over the years. | 
know there's a show but just do whatever to make it go away. I'll do my best to make sure that he ends up in 
rehab and not jail. He's injured no one other than himself so that's going to stand for something. I'll speak to 


you in a while." 


With that, he ended the call and ordered it to block, at least temporarily, anyone related to the band. He'd sort 


Dave out even if it meant doing so by himself. 


"GROHL?!" 


Dave growled at the voice bawling his name. From the tone he could tell that it wasn't an inmate. Getting to his 
feet, he walked to the door and looked up into the man's face. The guard was probably the same age as 
himself and towered over him by a couple of inches. Blonde hair was cut short and styled with a mere brush 
through of fingers. Dave could see a smattering of tattoos peeking from beneath his neatly pressed shirt 
sleeves. He had a look of resignation on his face as though he'd seen enough to last him for the next several 


lifetimes. 
"sup?" Dave asked. 


He still wasn't feeling one hundred percent. Being in jail with a hangover and multiple bruises was not his idea of 


recovering from a night out. He wanted to be at home and in bed. 


"You're in luck. You've got a court date for tomorrow." 


"Fantastic," he dryly replied. "And what are they gonna give me?" 
The taller man shrugged and Dave squinted to read his name tag. Hetfield. "| can't say. You'll get what you get." 


Dave watched as the officer left. There was a slight limp to his walk and he looked as though he'd spent way 
too many days dealing with drunk celebrities. 


Not that he cared. He wanted out and back on the street. Fuck the car. Fuck the hangover. Fuck David. He 
wanted out of the concrete block and back into the sunlight. 


David looked at the redbrick building and sighed. Shade from nearby trees helped to cool his raging temper and 
he was thankful that the station was located away from the main tourist bustle of Hollywood At least he 


wouldn't burst into tears if anyone stopped him. 


He walked up the few steps and in through the doors. He'd been in several stations over the years, including 
the Hollywood one, but that didn't stop his gut from wrenching with nerves. It may as well have been him 


who'd been arrested. 


An officer looked up from behind a sheet of bullet proof glass and stared at him with the same look of 
resignation that they no doubt gave everyone who walked in 


"You have my husband here," David sighed. "David Grohl" He reached into the pocket of the hoodie that he'd 
hastily thrown on and pulled out a long, narrow box. "I was wondering if you could give him these, please? 


They're his glasses. | think he broke his other pair in the crash." 


The female officer nodded and gave him a twitch of a smile. "Sure. Give me the glasses and keep the case. We 
can't give him that." 


David nodded and did as he was asked, taking the pair of black rimmed glasses out and pushing them through a 
slot. He could feel the presence the building crushing his soul. The bricks and mortar were a stark reminder of 
exactly what his husband had done and of the consequences that he would face at the hands of the judicial 

system, the media, and the fans. There was little more that he could do other than turn and leave Dave to his 


fate. 
He was turning to leave when a voice called after him. "Mr Ellefson?" 


With a sigh, David turned back to the plate glass window. Standing behind the seated female officer was 
another officer. He was tall and muscular with broad shoulders and a face that said that he'd seen enough to 
last him several lifetimes. Despite his resigned look, his eyes were gentle and warm and David found himself 


stepping back to the desk. 


The man dropped himself into a seat beside the female officer and looked up at him. David could see tattoos 
peeking from beneath the man's starched shirt and his face had a smattering of scars on the cheeks. 


"Mr Ellefson, I'm Officer Hetfield. I've been looking after Mr Grohl since he was booked in" 
David nodded and gave the officer a tight smile. "Thank you," he murmured. "| appreciate it." 


Officer Hetfield looked at him with eyes that had seen so much and yet which still held some compassion. "No 


worries. Look." He sighed and stepped closer to the glass so as his voice was clearer. "We've spoken to Tesla-" 
"Yeah, | heard it on the news," David murmured. 


The other man nodded and lowered his head so that his gaze wasn't on David. "The car wasn't in any kind of 
auto-pilot mode. He's argued up and down that it was but the data doesn't lie. That crash was, unfortunately, 
all Mr Grohl and he'll have to take the consequences." 


There was a lump in his throat as he nodded. "I know. | want him to take them. This-" He sighed and tried to 
compose himself, fighting against the feelings of anger and hopelessness that threatened to take over. "This 
has been going on for a long, long time. Too much drinking. Recklessness. He doesn't care about anyone other 
than himself. And, most of the time, he doesn't seem to care about himself. All he cares about is trying to 
forget who he is. The man | married-" David swallowed hard and lowered his own head to gaze at the black and 
white tiles beneath his feet. A tear slipped from his eyes and fell to his shoes. "The man | married is no longer 


here and | miss him." 


"He's still there, David," the officer's voice was soft, almost understanding. "He's still there but he's hurting. 


You know that, right?" 
David nodded, still unable to look the other man in the face. 


"The man you love is still buried deep inside. He's just having to rest for a while and I'm sorry that it's come 


to this." 


Again, he nodded before scrubbing a hand across his eyes. Sweeping his hair from his face, he looked at 


Officer Hetfield. "You've seen this all before, huh?" 
The blonde man nodded and gave him the smallest of smiles. "It's why | joined the force. | was one of those 
guys at one point. Drinking. Running from myself. Ended up in here more times than | can count. Wanted to give 


back once | sobered up." 


David felt a wave of warmth and love wash over him, temporarily easing the pain that he was feeling. "That's 


awesome. Congratulations. How long?" 


"More years than | can count. Look, I'll keep an eye on him for you. His first court date is tomorrow. Tam. 


Can't tell you what they'll give him but chances are it'll be straight to rehab." 


Fighting the pain that he was feeling was difficult but there was something about Officer Hetfield that 


somehow made everything feel a little.. better. "Thanks," he murmured. "I appreciate that." 


The blonde officer gave him a warm smile. "You're welcome. See you tomorrow." 


His head was starting to feel better but the rest of him ached liked he'd been in, well, a car crash. Seated on 
the floor, Dave stared at his hands. The police had taken everything from hin, including his wedding ring. 


Not that he cared any more. Dave had felt empty for months, up to and including anything that he'd felt for 


his husband. David had just been there, a warm body in a huge bed and the man who made sure that 


everything in Dave's life was perfect. Clean clothes, good food, and as much love as he wanted. 


Not that Dave cared. David was another human that he had to deal with. Another voice. Another face. Another 
person wanting his attention The only difference was that he'd pledged his life to the older man. For better or 


worse. 
Fuck him. 

"Hey, Grohl!" someone called. 

Dave didn't bother looking up. There was no point as he wouldn't be able to make them out. 
"What?" he asked. 

"What were the chances of you getting outta that crash?" 


There was a joke coming. One at his expense. And he was in a small, locked, glass fronted room with a bunch of 


assholes who were all either coming down or recovering from hangovers. 
"| don't know," he murmured. 
There was a loaded pause before the same voice replied, "One in ten" 


The cell erupted in laughter and, even though the rage was boiling through him, Dave lowered his head. Heat 
rushed to his face and his hands clenched into fists, his guitar hardened fingernails scratching at his palms. 


"Hey, Grohl." Another voice and probably another joke. 


He didn’t reply, instead focusing on keeping the anger at bay. His teeth sank into his lower lip as he resisted the 


urge to tell them to go and fuck themselves. 

"Hey, Grohl. Im talking to youl" There was a tone of menace in the voice and Dave didn't want to mess with it 
"What?" he softly answered 

"Did you learn to fly in that car or have you just gotta learn to walk again?" 


His weary legs seemed to come to life beneath him and Dave found himself hurtling across the room. His lips 
were pulled back into a snarl and his fists were raised as he bared down on the row of stunned men that 


stared up at him. 
"GROHL!" 


Another voice, one with a little more authority, stopped him in his tracks. Dragging air through his teeth, he 
turned and looked at the blurry figure standing across the room. 


"Come with me, Grohl" 


All the fight had faded from him and, dropping his shoulders, he wandered across the room and to the waiting 
officer. It was the same man from before, the one with the beaten expression and blonde hair. The one who 
looked as though he'd been through enough shit to not care any more. The officer looked down at him and 


gave him a single nod before turning and walking away. 


Once the door had slammed shut behind them, Officer Hetfield lead him across the crowded booking room and 
into another, more private, cell. There was no one else in the room and, once the door was shut, Hetfield 


offered something out to him. 


"Didn't want to say it in front of the other men because you're obviously taking enough shit as it is. But your 
husband dropped these off." 


It was a new pair of glasses and, momentarily relieved, Dave unfolded them and slipped them onto his nose. The 
world around him came into sharp focus and the bad dream he'd found himself in turned into a nightmare. 
Hetfield looked at him with something akin to empathy but Dave was in no mood to take anyone else's emotions, 
especially when they were directed at him. 


"Thanks," he murmured. "Can | stay in here and away from those other fucks?" 


"We'll see" The taller man hooked his thumbs in his pockets and looked down at him. "I want to talk to you for 


a moment" 


Dave shrugged and swept the hair from his face. "If you have to." 


The officer positively towered over him. Not only was he tall but he was well built and, if he'd been in a better 
mood, Dave would have asked for a glimpse of the tattoos that he could see peeking from beneath the man's 


uniform. 

"About your husband-" 

Dave felt the anger begin to rise again "My personal life is of no concern to youl” 

The other man held up his hands and he took a step back. "Dave - Can | call you that?" 
Stunned by the behaviour of the officer, Dave nodded. "Sure. Call me whatever you want" 


Hetfield appeared to relax a little but Dave knew that he wasn't going to let his guard down easily. His face was 
soft and those blue eyes were filled with compassion. "Look, about your husband. He's in a bad way because of 
what you're going through. Dave, I've been where you are now. I've tried to tear my life apart and it's why | 


joined the police force; so that | could hopefully help others like myself” 


"| don't need your fuckin’ help." Dave felt his top lip begin to peel back. "| need to get outta here and play the 
fuckin’ show that I've got booked tonight. But my fuckin’ husband, the one who promised to be there through 


everything, is letting me rot in this fuckin’ cell." 


The empathy that had been etched into Hetfield's face abruptly changed and Dave felt something darker fall 
over the room. "Don't talk about your husband like that. He's trying to help you." 


"If he was gonna help me, he'd bail me the fuck out," he snorted. 


"He's tired, Dave. He's tired of what you're doing. He's tired of wondering what he's going to wake up to. And 
today he woke up to his worst nightmare. You need to understand that" 


Snarling, Dave shook his head. "Fuck him." 


The wall slammed into his back so hard that the air was knocked from his lungs. The collar of the striped 
jumpsuit was pushed beneath his chin and Dave found himself staring into steely cold eyes. Breath that stank 
of coffee roared over his face and he could see Hetfield's nostrils flaring. 


"Do not talk about your relationship like that. That man, the one that you married, is as much as a victim as 
you are. You think you're suffering? He's suffering with you. Trust me when | tell you that he's feeling the 
weight of this situation as much, if not more, than you are. He's having to deal with your life out there. He's 
the one cleaning up your mess, talking to your management and staff, making sure that you have a life and 


career to go home to. Disrespecting him is not in your best interests right now. Do you understand?" 


His heart was in his throat and Dave could feel sweat trickling down his neck. He continued to stare up into 


Hetfield's eyes as though daring him to make the next move. To say something. To do something. 


Was he being a shit to David? Of course he was. Lost in his own world, Dave was of the belief that everyone, 
including his own husband, just wanted to take from him. He gave his all and they took from him. Took, took, 


took, and never gave back. 


Glancing over the officer's shoulder, Dave took in the camera that hung in the corner of the room. "I could 


have you arrested for police brutality," he hissed. 


The face before him snarled and the hands at his collar tightened. "Don't push me, Grohl. No one's getting 
arrested for anything other than what you're already in here for." 


Dave caught himself before he said, or did anything, else rash. Taking deep, ragged breaths, he stared into the 
other man's eyes and bit back every poisonous word that wanted to slide from his tongue. Hetfield's grip 


slowly began to relax. 


"Promise me," the officer whispered. "Promise me that you're going to get better. Because if you don't there'll 


be no coming back from the destruction that you've caused." 
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Dressed in a suit, David sat in the tiny, wood-parelled court room. It was empty bar himself and a security 
guard. He was sure that there was media somewhere but he hadn't seen them. They'd want to document the 


downfall of the "Nicest Guy in Rock" and David didn't blame them. They had to eat, too, and this was a huge 
story. 


Knowing exactly where Dave would be heading once the court adorned, David had packed a case of clothes and 
delivered them to their lawyers earlier in the day. Hidden among Dave's personal items was a photograph that 
David hoped would spark the younger man into making the right decision and turn his life around. 


Behind him, he heard the door creak open. There was a hushed whisper and the clink of chains. Footsteps 
shuffled over the worn carpet and David watched as his husband, accompanied by one of their lawyers and 
two police officers, walked to the front of the room. He was dressed in a black and white striped jumpsuit and 
his wrists and ankles were shackled. His long hair swung around his shoulders, stringy and unwashed. David felt 
his heart shatter as Dave moved with his eyes settled straight ahead and his face set in dogged determination. 
Tears welled in his eyes when those that he'd looked into so many times refused to look at him. 


David got to his feet as another door opened and the black clad judge walked in. He gave them all a nod before 
sitting. With his eyes boring into the back of Dave's neck, David listened as the judge spoke. 


"David Eric Grohl. You've been brought to see me on the crime of dangerous driving while under the influence 
of alcohol. l'm not going to beat around the bush so this is going to be short and sweet. I've seen the footage. 
Your blood alcohol level was nearly twice the legal limit at the time of impact. You were lucky no one was killed. 
Sentencing you to jail is going to be a waste of everyone's time. As this is your first, and hopefully last, 
offence I'm giving you thirty days in a rehabilitation unit. Hopefully you will use the time wisely. You'll be taken 
from this courtroom and to The Hills Treatment Center where you'll remain for a minimum of thirty days. If 
your recovery is deemed as sufficient, you'll be released at the end of those thirty days. If not, an extension 
will be automatically added for another fourteen days. Do you understand?" 


David watched as the younger man merely nodded. He couldn't imagine what Dave was feeling in that moment 
but, by his behaviour in previous weeks, David suspected that Dave was biting back whatever poisonous words 


were tainting his tongue. 

Dave didn't so much as glance at him as he was lead from the courtroom and David could feel the tears 
scratching at his eyes. His heartbreak was raw and he didn't care who saw the pain that was shattering his 
soul. 


"Hey." 


The voice was gentle and familiar. David peered up at the figure beside him. Their face was marred by his 


tears yet he recognised their outline. When they crouched down beside him, David found himself looking into 


the face of the officer from the day before. 
"Was wondering if you wanted a coffee? Sure looks like you could use one.” 


David took a deep breath and scrubbed the tears from his eyes. He looked into Officer Hetfield's concerned 
face before taking in what the man was wearing. Gone was the uniform, to be replaced with blue jeans and a 


pastel buttoned down shirt. He looked far more relaxed than when he'd been at the station the previous day. 
"Is that allowed?" David murmured. "Like, isn't it some kind of breach of policy?" 


The other man shrugged. "Yes, but this isn't police business. This is someone who's been through this before 
offering a hand to someone who's experiencing it for the first time." 


David frowned, wary of anyone offering him niceties. He was so used to living in Dave's firing line that anything 


else seemed alien "F you're sure it's not going to get you into trouble.” 


The man's smile was as warm as the sun. "Positive. | know a nice, little place just around the corner." 


Sitting in the back seat of the car, Dave could see his scowl etched into the rear view mirror. Metal cuffs 


were still laced around his wrists with a chain anchoring him to the floor of the car lest he try and escape. 


Which he would have attempted. 


He didn't need rehab. He didn't need help. He just needed to be out in the free world and enjoying himself. But 
apparently his idea of fun wasn't the right one. 


Admitting that his life was careening out of control wasn't on the agenda. Getting through rehab and getting 
back out onto the streets, and into the bars, was. Dave may have had it made; the perfect career, the 
perfect house, the perfect husband, the perfect.. life. But there was so much more that he never allowed the 
world to know. His right arm, for example, was beginning to fail. What he'd originally believed to be simple 
repetitive strain was becoming far more. The leg that he'd broken still harboured pain. The deal that he'd 
signed with a promotions agency was far more demanding that he'd initially believed it would be. Fractions 
within the band itself. Arguments between staff members. All of it had been building up and, over a relatively 
short period, had come to a head. While he enjoyed a drink, the alcohol itself had begun to take over until he'd 
got tunnel vision that started, and ended, with a bottle of booze. 


Not that he was going to admit that. Nor was he going to face. 


The car swung off Mulholland Drive and onto a winding side street. They swept passed two other buildings and 
through an open gate before pulling up before a surprisingly small two storey building. Hidden from view it 
was, apparently, his new home for the next thirty days. Leaving, or escaping, would trigger a warrant for his 
arrest and, from there, he'd be taken straight to jail and slapped with a criminal record which may, in the 


future, inhibit plans that he had. 


There were a handful of people apparently waiting for him. The car door opened and one of the officers leaned 
in. With a sigh, Dave offered his cuffed hands to the unassuming man in uniform. The metal bracelets dropped 
from his hands and he was helped from the car. A hand continued to rest at his elbow as he was escorted 
towards the welcoming party. 


A sharply dressed man with close clipped grey hair stepped forward and offered out a hand. "Mr Grohl, I'm 
Philip Halt, the director here at The Hills. Its a pleasure to have you staying with us." 


Dave stared at the man's outstretched hand before taking it. "Pleasure's all mine," he drily replied. 


Plants hung from every available wall space of the tiny coffee shop and bright sunlight streamed through its 
huge windows. In one corner, an indoor fountain softly tinkled. Seated at a table in the far corner, David nursed 


a coffee. He stared into its inky depths and wondered how different his life would be if he'd not met Dave. 


"This is his fight, David He's gotta want to do this. But sometimes we have to be forced to face the person 


that we are." 
He nodded. "I know." 


"And this is everything to do with him and nothing to do with you. You know that, right? You couldn't have 


stopped this. You've done all you can for him." 


Another nod and David did his best to fight back the tears that threatened to spill. Here he was, having coffee 
with someone who just wanted to help and David couldn't do the decent thing and look them in the eye. Taking a 
deep breath, he fought back the tears and lifted his head. Blue eyes, filled with a warmth that he hadn't seen 
in a long time, looked back at him and the other man gave him the smallest of smiles. No longer was he sitting 
across from an officer of the law but from a new found friend. He learned the officer's full name and was 
determined to think of him by that instead of as the man who'd spent making sure his husband didn't go crazy 
in custody. 


David sighed and took a sip from his coffee. "| went through the same thing," he murmured. "I've been in his 
shoes. I'm now in your shoes.” He smiled sadly. "A recovered alcoholic or, more to the point, a recovered drug 
addict. | should know how to care for him but." 


"But it's like looking in a mirror, right?" 


David nodded. "Yeah. That, and l'm used to people coming to me when they're ready to get well. 'm not used to 


someone going from seemingly normal to full blown addiction 


"| appreciate you telling me that," James said. "| know how hard it can be to admit up to what we once were. 


Its up to you whether you walk this path with him and see it through to the end” 


At that, David felt his stomach clench. They'd promised each other, in vows exchanged on a beach in Hawaii, 
that they'd be there through everything. Sickness and health, until death finally parted them. But staring once 
more down the barrel of full blown alcoholism didn't seem like a great place to be. Everything else he could 


deal with. But being faced with the demons that he thought he'd laid to rest.. 


‘| know," David softly replied. "I know that he has to fight this alone and that it has to be his decision But if he 
comes out and goes straight back to drinking." He took a deep breath, one that shuddered through his chest 
and threatened to erupt into tears. "I don't know if | can keep going through all of this." 


"And thats a decision only you can make," James quietly said. 


He kept his head lowered and his eyes on the drink before him. He wanted to hide the emotion that was 
sweeping over his face, the same emotion that would trigger one of Dave's F you loved me, you'd drink with me 


tantrums. 
"It was like walking on glass-" 


From the corner of his eye, David watched as James leaned an elbow on the table. He was listening. For the 
first time in what felt like forever, someone was actually listening instead of screaming, crying, ghosting, or 
turning the house into a twenty-four hour frat house. 


Swallowing around the lump in his throat, David pressed on. "It was like walking on glass. | never knew what 
would trigger him. Sometimes it was that there was no food in the house. Or his car wasn't charged. Or that 
he had to take the truck. It would send him over the edge and I'd take the brunt of his anger." Sighing, David 
rested his head in his hands. "I'm tired, James, and l'm don't know if I'll ever recover from that. He wasn't 
physically abusive. Just manipulative and verbally abusive. That hurts, you know? Words cut deep and shatter 
everything that we have. Our faith, our security, our very soul. And once you've broken something, or 
someone, it's hard to put it back together." 


David was surprised that the silence between them was comfortable and relaxed. He felt his shoulders drop 


and his jaw begin to unclench. 
Finally James spoke, his voice soft and, to David, oh-so-sweet. "Have you ever heard of Kintsugi?" 


Lifting his head, he glanced up at the other man through his own hair. He gave a small nod. "The word rings a 
bell, yes." 


‘Its the Japanese art of repairing broken pottery with a gold lacquer. The philosophy behind it is to embrace 
the imperfections of the repaired piece and, in the process, make it even more beautiful than before." James’ 


smile was small but kind and David felt himself warm a little. "You'll heal, David. But, like Dave, only you can 


make the choice to do it. And, if you do, itll take time. But you already know that." 


He gave James a lopsided smile, one that, to him, felt real. "I know. And | will. | just don't know if | can continue 


to face him after all that he's done." 
"Again, that's yo-" 
"My choice," David finished, softly. 


The blonde man took a swig of his coffee before taking out his phone. "I'm going to give you my phone 


number." 
David felt the hackles rise and his stomach clench. "Is that a good idea?" 


James' eyes, as blue as the sky, registered with surprise. "I was going to offer to be here if you needed 
someone to talk to. Someone else who's been through all of this. You've seen it from both sides and | get the 
feeling that, right now, you're feeling kinda isolated." 


The realisation was like a bucket of cold water to the face. Sitting stock still, David stared at the door just 
beyond James’ shoulder. He was right, David was isolated. The only people who came to the house were Dave's 
drinking buddies. Some of them spoke to him. Most of them ignored him because he didn't have a drink in his 
hand of drugs in his pocket. He felt like he was eighteen again, scared and alone as he'd arrived in Hollywood. He 
did have friends, but as he'd started to look after Dave so finding time for them had become harder until 
they'd drifted so far into the shadows that they'd disappeared. 


Handing over his phone, he allowed James to add his number before placing his own in the other man's 


contacts. 


"You used to be in a band, huh?" James’ tone was so soft it sounded fragile and David found that all he could 


do was nod. 


His previous life seemed so distant that it may never have happened. Even though that band had still been 
active up until eighteen months previously, it all seemed like a hazy, sepia-toned memory. Everything had ended 
amicably after nearly forty years of making music. And, as with most things, it seemed that, as one door 
closed, another opened. Even if the door closing had been his passion for music and the one opening had been 


someone with a crippling alcohol problem. 
"Yeah, | was." 


"Thought | recognised your name and face. Saw you guys back in the ‘BOs when you were tearing it up around 


here." 


At that, David's head snapped up and a grin spread over his lips. The joy at hearing someone talk about him, 


and his life, instead of Dave's for a change was a relief. "Seriously?" 


Those blue eyes sparkled and David wanted to lose himself in their nostalgic memories. "Yeah. Great time, 


wasn't it?" 


It was an amazing time! Life seemed so much.. easier back then, despite everything that happened. It was a 
completely different world, one filled with so much hope." Resting his chin in his hand, David smiled at the man 
across the table. "Thanks for supporting all those years ago." 


James gave him a no worries shrug. To David, he was reverting back into the rebellious teenager who'd caused 
chaos all across the city. 


"Do you mind me asking.. Was that when.. You had your own.. issues?" David felt like a complete shit for asking 


but he wanted to know. Wanted someone that he could connect to. 


James ran a hand through his hair and sighed and, for a split second, David felt his stomach clench. He fully 
expected the other man to get up and walk out. 


Instead, he seemed to hunch a little lower in his chair, his own eyes looking down into his coffee before he 


glanced back to David. 


"Yeah," he murmured. "Yeah, it was. From the age of thirteen to twenty-three | was completely out of control. 
Drinking, fucking around, you name it | probably did it. Ended up in a cell in Hollywood Station more times than | 
can count. Had a record longer than my arm. Mostly for petty shit, shoplifting, vandalism, the occasional DUI. 
But they knew." He shook his head and huffed softly. "They knew that, sooner or later, I'd do something really 


incredibly stupid and either end up dead, with a life sentence, or rotting on death row." 


Reaching across the table, David touched his fingers against James’ tattooed wrist. He couldn't see what the 
ink represented. "You don't have to carry on 


"| do." James gave him a lopsided, almost sad, smile. "You deserve to understand where I've come from, too.” He 
sighed and made no move to pull himself away from David's fingers. "One day, while | was sobering up in the 
drunk tank, the Captain came and grabbed me. Pulled me into the same private cell that | took Dave to. Told me 
that | needed to clean up or things were going to end badly. | did the same thing that Dave did and reacted 
with arrogance and self-pity. | wanted no one's help. | was this punk that lived on the streets, living out of cars 
and sleeping on couches. That was the life that | wanted, not one stuck in a suit or uniform. But that man, he 
kept on trying. He'd find me on the streets, away from my friends, and talk to me about life, his life, my life, 
the daily stuff that happens. To me he was being my buddy and, in return, he made me feel the same way. 
Made me feel as though | was someone who was worthy of having a future and returning his friendship. He 
helped me to clean up and, just before my twenty-forth birthday, | entered the academy." James smiled. "That 


was well over thirty years ago." 


David beamed in response. "Congratulations!" 


He saw what he thought was a blush tickle the other man's cheeks. James glanced away for a moment. "Do 


you mind me asking about you?" 


"Same as, pretty much. Got hooked on drugs while in the band, OD'd and realised that | needed to clean up. | 
managed it on the first attempt. It took the other Dave a lot longer. But he's doing good these days." 


"Other Dave" James chuckled. "I like that" 


David's smile turned into a grin. Only way | can distinguish between the two. | worked with one Dave and ended 


up marrying another." 


They spent the next hour drinking coffee and shooting the breeze. David shouldn't have felt as relaxed as he 
did with another man. But, oddly, he did. There was something about James, about meeting someone who'd 


fought, and won, the same battles as himself, that made him feel secure. 
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They'd given him a tiny room that overlooked a manicured garden They'd given him drugs to ease the 
withdrawal from alcohol. They'd told him that everything would be okay, that he was safe, that he was getting 
help. 


Dave didn't feel any of those. Sitting at the tiny desk beneath the window, he stared at the early morning sky. 
Pink and gold chased away the night, yet Dave longed for it to stay. Night was when he came alive. Night was 
when the music and the parties happened. Night was where his people lived. 


With no way to contact the outside world, he felt abandoned. Lost couldn't describe the ache that clenched his 
gut. Lost couldn't describe the anger that boiled through his blood. There was no one for him to talk to. No one 
to see. No one to sleep next to. No one to tend to whatever wounds he'd acquired the night before. 


On the floor lay the suitcase that David had left with their lawyers. He'd pawed through the clothes and found 
that, in typical David style, gifts and treats had been stashed among the swathes of black fabric. Candy, 
chocolate, cigarettes and, at the heart of everything, a silver photo frame. The image that it held showed 
them on a beach in Hawaii, Dave dressed in white and himself in his usual black. They held one another in a 
tight embrace and the photograph had been taken at the exact moment that some kind of joke had been told, 
their faces lined with laughter. A Post-It note had been stuck to the glass. 


/ miss him. Please let him come home. 
Always yours, 
David 


For a split second, Dave had felt a shard of pain slice his heart. Cold and jagged, it had torn him in two and, in 
that brief moment, he'd realised that he had something to fight for. 


David. 


David, who had refused to party with him. David, who disliked his lifestyle. David, who had been to rehab and 
religiously followed the I2-Steps. David, who was no fun at all. 


Why had he married him? 


He'd tossed the photo in the top drawer of the desk and torn into the chocolate like an unfed savage. 


In the cool morning light, the shard tearing into his heart was beginning to return. The wound it left chilled him 
to the bone. There was something wrong with him. He was the one with the issue. Not David. 


But you wouldnt party with me! You married me for money, not because you loved me. 


Shaking his stringy hair into his eyes, Dave got to his feet and yanked the door of his tiny abode open. 
Breakfast was at lam-sharp. After that - therapy to tell him why he was the fuck up. 


"No contact for the first two weeks. Got it." 


David sat in the kitchen and drank his second coffee of the morning. The treatment centre had called to update 


him on Dave and David wasn't surprised that the younger man was acting like a belligerent asshole. 


He'd also side-stepped several phone calls from the media and a pissed off email from Foo Fighters 
management. His response had been short and oh-so-to-the-point. 


At least he's not dead 


Hanging up, he took another drink of coffee and let the silence of the house roll over him. It had been a long 
time since it had felt so peaceful. Normally it was filled with parties or Dave's unpredictable temper. But the 
silence.. the silence was like cool water on a hot day. Refreshing, reinvigorating, re-energising. It was just what 
he needed and he hoped that a stint in rehab was just what Dave needed. The younger man may rot see it at 


that moment but it hopefully, at some point in the future, he would. 


But he needed something. There was an itch that he needed to scratch. He needed to move and do something 
and possibly, for the first time in a long time, socialise with people. Dave's friends wouldn't want to see him. 


And his friends were all out of town. 
Picking up his phone, he decided to text the man who had so kindly bought him coffee. 


If youre free, Id love to buy you dinner to say thanks for your kindness. You pick the date and restaurant. 


Therapy. There wasn't much to say about it other than it had never appealed to Dave. He'd never been 
interested in sitting with a therapist and putting his entire life out for all to hear. But here he was. Stage one: 
Talking about his life. 


The room was large and spacious with a view over the neatly manicured garden. Flowers bloomed from bushes 
and there was a small pond in one corner. But Dave was ignorant to all of it. All he could think of was the day 


he got out. 


"Dave?" 


He pulled himself from his thoughts and looked at the therapist. Another man. Everyone in the building was 
male. His name was Ken and he looked as though he'd stepped straight from the beach with his white-blonde 
hair and smart-casual flip-flops and khaki pants outfit. 


Dave sighed and shuffled himself around on the couch that he'd sprawled himself on. If he was going to be 


talking he may as well be comfortable. 


He talked. A lot. But mainly about music. He'd become the master at avoiding questions about his past life, 
personal life, and future plans. Dave Grohl was an enigma who fed the media just enough information about 
himself to keep everyone happy. They didn't know about the dark side. They didn't know about the light side. 
They knew only what they needed to know. 


Unlike David, who'd put his life down in not one, but two, books. He remembered begging the older man not to 
write about their life and was thankful that David had only briefly hinted to their relationship and marriage. 
Dave himself was in there but only as a fleeting sentence. After that, it was all David and his life. 

"Tell me about you." 

"Me?" 

"Yes." Ken nodded. "You. Where were you born?" 

He glanced at the paisley patterned carpet. "I was born in Warren, Ohio in 1969. My Mom was a school teacher. 
She's still with us. My Dad passed away a few years ago now. He was a speech writer. He left us when | was a 
kid." 

"How did that make you feel?" 

Internally, Dave grimaced. He could already see what was being scribbled on his notes. Daddy issues 

He shrugged and gave another long, drawn out sigh as he tried to rummage around his sober brain for some 
kind of answer. "Rough. | was a kid. | kinda became the man of the house. Went out and got jobs to help Mom. 
Did what | could for her until | eventually became a wild teenager. Used to take her car. Smoked pot. Dropped 
out of high school to join a band and tour" 

"Did you have a father figure in your life?" 

Dave could feel himself drifting away on some haze that was probably a cocktail of a sleepless night and the 


medication that they'd given him. Lying with his head against the arm of the couch, he stared up at the ceiling 
and traced his eyes over the patterns that were etched into the plaster. 


"Not really. My Mom had boyfriends after Dad left. We saw Dad" Another shrug. "We were tight with my 


Mom's family so there were always people around. But maybe | wasn't allowed to develop as | should have." 
"How many times have you been married?" 

And here's the kicker. Dave winced. 

"Three. Jennifer, Jordyn, who | have three beautiful kids with, and David" 

"And how long was there between marriages?" 


"There was a few years between Jennifer and Jordyn. That's when | had my Lost Weekend in LA. Six months, 
tops, between Jordyn and David." 


Dave kept his eyes on the ceiling. He didn't dare to look at the other man. He knew that Ken would be hiding his 
surprise at the speed in which he'd hooked up with people. Co-dependency some people called it and, to them, a 
likely symptom of not having strong figures in his life from an early age. He was looking for people to look 
after him. Hell, he'd even admitted to being a fucking handful A screaming child trapped in the body of an adult 
man. A screaming child that needed boundaries. Boundaries that every person he'd been married to had given 


him. And the person that they hurt the most coming from was David, another man, 


That shard shot through his heart again and Dave had to catch himself from choking on the emotions that 


rose from it. Closing his eyes, he pressed his hands to his forehead, and let out a low groan. 
"Dave?" Ken's voice was distant, like a whispered signal on a dark night. "Dave?" 


"My Mom let me find my own way in the world. She was there to guide me. But" He sighed and raked his 
hands through his matted hair. He still hadn't showered and knew that, at some point, the centre would toss 
his jail-sweaty ass in the tub. “There's always a but. It wasn't enough, you know? | needed more. | thought | 
found it with Jenifer. | thought | found it with Jordyn. It was like Little Red Riding Hood and | found that 
perfect mix with the third one. I'd finally answered the ache in my soul that I'd spent so long denying and 
hooked up with this beautiful guy. And he gave me everything. Until he began saying "No" 


Tears, the first that he'd felt for a long time, smeared his vision and Dave tried to push them down. That 


shard in his heart wasn't for him; it was for the guy he'd pushed around, demanded of, demeaned, and crippled 


in every way he could. Once David was his, he'd clipped the older man's wings and put him in a gilded cage. 


How's Cliffon's Republic? 


David grinned at the text. He knew the restaurant well but had yet to eat there. Dave preferred modern 


places or ones that served heavy meat dishes. He wasn't sure what this one served but even if they only 


went for coffee before moving on elsewhere, visiting such a sumptuous venue would be a treat in itself. 
Sounds great! He replied. What tme do you get off work? 


On my lunch now. Should be outta here by 5. On office duty today so no chance of me picking up a last minute 


case. 


David's grin softened to a smile and he felt something warm his chest. He'd found someone who wanted to 
know him for him. Someone who wanted to hang out and talk and.. have fun. Amidst the chaos of his husband's 


life he'd found a friend. 

Sat at his desk in the little apartment above the garage, David stared at his phone. All around him were 
remnants and reminders of his work and previous life. Basses hung from the walls. Amps were stacked in one 
corner. On his mahogany desk was a framed photo from a wedding that seemed a lifetime ago. Dave may have 
built him a castle fit for a king but it was a lonely place when the one you loved had exited stage right. 

His fingers hovered over the touch-screen keyboard and, taking a deep breath, David typed a reply. 


Hl stop by yours just after that. What's your address? 
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My address is 1340 N June Street. Call me when you arrive and Hl come out fo you 


Perplexed, David looked at his phone. He'd offered to buy James dinner as a way of saying thank you for his 
help and support. But there seemed to be no sign of him. David had tried calling and left a couple of messages. 
Now his blood ran cold as he looked at the quaint white building before him. Had he been played like so many 


times before? Was James someone else who just wanted to be his friend because of who he was married to? 


Shaking his head, David pushed the thought from his mind. No, that wasn't the impression that he got of 
James. Sure, there were a lot of corrupt people in LA, including in the police force. But the feeling that he got 


from the blonde man was that what you saw was what you got. 


His phone began to ring and his heart clenched as James' name scrolled across the screen. He quickly answered 


it 

"Hey! Thought you'd stood me up." 

"David, I'm so sorry! | got caught up at work Are you still at the apartment?" 
"Yeah, yeah. l'm here." 

"lIl be there in five minutes. Are you okay to wait?" 


Trapping the phone under his chin, David looked at the clock on the car's dash. There was an hour until the 
reservations that he'd made and they'd need to battle rush hour traffic. "Yeah, | can wait." Happily. You've been 


so nice to me it would be rude fo walk away. 


"Okay. | won't be long. See you in a minute." 


With that the phone went dead. David held it in his hands and looked at the now-black screen. His heart was 
racing and he was feeling something that he hadn't felt in a long time. Actually, he was feeling a lot of things 
that he hadn't felt in a long time and he was feeling guilty for letting them bubble up. He was a married man, 
married to one of the biggest names in music. Yet the life that people thought he had, one filled with love, 
adoration, and a crazy sex life, was just a mirage put on for the cameras. Behind the scenes he hadn't felt 
anything in nearly two years. He'd just been Dave's "date" wherever they'd gone, there to smile for the 
cameras and bundle Dave into a car once he could no longer stand. As for their once rampant sex life, alcohol 
had rendered his husband impotent. Not that David had felt like it once the younger man launched his sharp 


tongue. 


Glancing up, he watched as a black car fishtailed onto the street and roared towards him. A heartbeat before 
it collided with his bumper, it swung into a hidden alley and screamed behind the building. With a nervous smile 


on his lips, David got out of his car and made his way to where the car had disappeared and waited until a 


flustered looking James appeared. 
"Gonna book yourself for speeding, Officer?" 


The blonde man grimaced and shook his head. "All | can say is thank goodness there's no cameras around here." 
He paused and appeared to look David up and down. "Why don't you come in and wait while | get changed?" 
When he saw David shift his weight a little, he translated it as reluctance. "Or you can wait out here or on the 


porch? | won't be long." 
Smiling, David reached out and rested a hand on the other man's elbow. "I'll come with you. Lead the way." 


The building was a gorgeous mid-century building with iron railings and a neat little garden. Roses trailed over 

the railings and gave the impression of wealth. Trailing behind James, David watched as he gripped the handrail 
to pull himself up the four steps and to the first floor. He was leaning heavily on one leg and David would have 
been lying if he wasn't concerned. He waited until James had unlocked the door and they were inside before he 


inquired. 
"You look like you're in pain Are you okay?" 


The uniformed man looked at him with an air of confusion before the realisation set in. "What? Oh. That? Yeah, 


old injury. It's a bit sore today." 


David looked him over. Despite a day's work, the navy blue uniform was still crisp and clean. Long sleeves hid 
the tattoos that David knew cover the other man's skin. A black leather belt slung with various items was 


snug around the man's waist. 


He reached out and placed a hand on James’ shoulder, taking in the worry that was etched into his face. "Go 
and change. I'll wait right here." 


The blonde man nodded and David watched as he limped into the bedroom. Looking around, David took in the tidy 
apartment. There was a comfortable looking couch and bookcases full of books. Plants cascaded from the ceiling 
and turned the small living area into a veritable oasis. When a small meow caught his attention, David looked 


down and had to choke back a squeal of joy. 


Sitting at his feet was the cuddliest tabby cat that he'd ever seen. Reaching down, David scooped the cat into 


his arms and held it close. The cat didn't seem to mind. Instead, it snuggled down and began to purr. 
"Hey," he murmured quietly. "You're gorgeous, aren't you? Such a pretty kitty.” 
David had always had cats. But the one that he'd moved into Dave's with him had taken an instant dislike to 


the dark-haired man. That was back in the good days and David wondered if he should have taken it as an 
omen. The cat had stayed with them until it had passed but, since then, he'd never had another. And now he'd 


found someone who obviously adored them as much as he did. 


He scratched the rumbling feline's head and tickled behind their ears. A groan of pain caught his attention and 
David looked up at the partly open bedroom door. Concerned, he wandered over and peered in to find James 
sitting on the bed. His shirt was unbuttoned and hanging from his shoulders and his head rested against his 
chest. David could see his hands clenched into fists as though fighting something back. 


"Hey," he softly said. "Are you okay?" 
The other man went to nod before shaking his head. "Hip's gone again" 
"Mind if | come in?" 


James shook his head. Stepping into the room, David's attention was focused on the man on the bed. Another 
emotion that he hadn't felt for a long time - worry - flared through him. 


"Is the cat allowed on the bed?" he gently asked. 


This time the blonde man nodded and David carefully placed the cat on the crisp white sheets. Sitting beside 
James, David was silent for a moment. He looked tired and broken, weary of the life that he'd been dealt and a 
shadow of the man that David had originally met. Tattoos covered not just his arms but also his neck and 
chest. And, for a man of his age, he wasn't in bad shape. 


"What's the matter with your hip?" 


"Old accident," James quietly replied "Got hit by a car that was being driven by a suspect." He paused and 
appeared to catch his breath. "Had to have the hip replaced and | think it's coming to the end of its life." 


They sat in silence for a few moments and David tried to feel for the man beside him. It had been so long 
since he'd needed to feel for anyone that the waves of emotion that were curling towards him were both 


frightening and exciting. He didn't want to feel. But, at the same time, he did. Tentatively he reached out and 


placed a hand in the small of James’ back. 


"We don't have to go out," he quietly said. "If you're in pain we can get take-out and stay here. I'll help make 


you comfortable." 


Blue eyes that shimmered with sadness, pain, frustration, or a mixture of all three, looked up at him. "We don't 


have to. You made arrangements." 


"And they can be cancelled for another night. James, | don't want you to be sitting in a restaurant and unable 


to enjoy yourself because you're uncomfortable. That's not fair on you." 


"But you-" 


"I don't have to do anything. You dont have fo do anything Here, let me help you." 


Standing up, David slowly began to ease the now-rumpled shirt from James’ shoulders. How many times had he 
done this with Dave? How many times had he struggled to get a squirming, vomiting man out of his clothes 
and into bed? And now he had someone who was looking at him with the kind of gentle adoration that he 
wished Dave had had. 


Placing it to one side, he knelt at the other man's feet and took off his black, well-worn shoes. He stood and 
helped James to stand long enough to undo the heavy belt and ease his pants down to his thighs. Once that 
was done, the blonde man let himself drop heavily to the bed with a grunt. David could see sweat beading his 
forehead and collarbone from the pain. 


There was no shame between them as David carefully continued. He'd done this a thousand times before and it 


was in his nature to reach out and help those in need. 
Which is probably why Dave picked me. Saw a sucker and that was it 


He tried to be as tender as possible as he slid the heavy uniform pants down the other man's legs. He added 
them to the pile of rumpled clothes before looking up at the man on the bed. 


James looked exhausted. His hands hung between his parted legs and he could barely lift his head enough to 
look at David. Unable to fathom the pain that he was in, David got to his feet and placed a hand on James’ 


shoulder. 
"Want some help getting to the shower?" 


James went to nod. Instead his head came to rest against David's stomach. His hands, hands that had once held 
David's husband against a wall and read him the riot act, came to rest against David's hips. The man before 
him was tired and broken, exhausted from the pain that continued to tear through him. David looked down at 
him, his own heart broken from the agony of being able to do little more than watch. 


"| shouldn't be touching you," James murmured. 


"Don't apologise." David let a hand stroke over James’ short hair. He heard the other man sigh and repeated 
the motion, his fingers messing the carefully sculpted style. Dave would never have done this with him. Dave 
would never have allowed himself to be seen in such a way. The only time David saw Dave's vulnerabilities was 
when he was drunk. And even then it was in the brief twilight phase between Dave getting home and passing 
out. After that, the persona was firmly locked back in place. "| wouldn't be doing this if | minded you holding on 


to me." 


With his head bowed, he cradled James against him. He felt a kinship with the other man, a connection that 
he'd once had with Dave and since lost due to the other's recklessness. He wanted to be trusted and accepted 


like this once more. Instead he was little more than a servant, there to tend to the man of the house. 
Finally he loosened his grip on James. "Let's get you in the shower.’ 


The blonde man leaned heavily on him as David guided him to the en-suite. Once James was beneath the 
steady stream of water, David went to work. He felt guilty for rifling through James’ closets and he tried not 
to look too closely as he felt his way through the neatly stacked clothing. 


David left a pair of well worn pyjama bottoms and a soft, baggy t-shirt on the end of the bed. Going out into 
the living area, he pulled a padded footstool up against the couch and unfolded the blanket that lay over the 


arm. 


Surprisingly, he found that he wasn't thinking about Dave and his predicament. For the first time in a long time, 
he felt.. useful. Wanted. Accepted. Everything that he hadn't been to Dave. He felt.. comfortable and content. 
And David found himself smiling. 


He was just about to put the kettle on the stove when the sprinted from the bedroom and hopped up onto the 
couch. It was followed by a slowly shuffling figure draped in towels. 


"| hate to ask-" 
"Need a hand?" David finished. 
James nodded. "Please." 


Something swirled in his gut, warm and soft, yet also tainted with terror. He was doing something that he'd 
normally do for the one that he'd married. Yet he was in another man's house and helping them when they 


were at their most vulnerable. 
Fuck Dave. He doesnt deserve anything that's done for hm 


Following James to the bedroom, David sat on the floor and helped him to climb into the buttery-soft pyjamas. 
When he moved James' damaged leg he heard the blonde man try to stifle back a hiss. Towels were held in 
place to keep the other man's modesty. Once that was done, David peeled away the remaining towels and 
dropped them to the pile of clothes before easing the too-big shirt over the other man's head. James didn't 
move the entire time. Instead he looked at David with eyes that were filled with kindness. Again, David felt 
those feelings swirl through his gut and pull at his heart. Whatever was happening was making him both very 
happy and also worrying him. He was a married man, sitting on the floor of another man's house, and helping 
them to dress. But it was fine, right? The man needed his help, the exact help that his husband had repeatedly 


refused until it was too late. 


To try and take his mind off of what was happening, David attempted to make small talk. "What's the cat's 


name?" 


"Pebbles." James’ voice was quiet and tight, tinged with the pain that he was obviously feeling. 


"Cute name." David stood beside the bed and smiled. "Sit down. I'll dry your hair for you. Don't want you 


catching a cold, too." 

Collecting the hairdryer and a brush from the small, white vanity, David plugged it in and returned to the bed. 
James was sitting on the edge, his hands resting in his lap and that look of gentle adoration in his eyes. David 
felt his heart melt and he ran his fingers softly through the other man's hair. 

"Boy or girl?" he asked. 

"Boy." 


Firing up the dryer, he continued to gently sweep his free hand through James' hair in an attempt to find all 
of the damp. He felt the other man relax and saw his shoulders dip as he relaxed. "Lazy?" 


James chuckled and it was a sound that came to rest straight in David's softening heart. "Absolutely." 
‘I've always had cats. Don't have one at the minute. Dave's more of a dog person" 

"You got one?" 

"Nope. Not with him in the state he is. He can't look after himself, let alone an animal.” 


"You sound like you don't trust him." James shifted beneath him and David moved slightly to allow him a little 


more room. 


"| don't. He makes hollow promises about not getting fucked up. Then he goes and gets fucked up anyway. | want 


a husband, James, not just someone who happens to live in the same house as myself." 
"| understand that." 


Shutting off the dryer, he smiled at the other man. "You're all done. What about you? Partner? Wife? 
Husband?" 


Those blue eyes, now void of any emotion, looked up at him. James shook his head. "Not in a long time." 
‘Sorry. There'll be someone out there for you." 


A small smile tugged at James’ lips. "You never know." 


The black clouds that swirled through the sky also hung ominously above his head. Seated on the narrow single 
bed, Dave stared out of the window and into the gathering darkness. The day had been long and far rougher 
than he'd ever imagined it would be. He'd been hoping to sit back and treat his thirty rehab days as a vacation 
away from the world. Instead his whole life had been torn from his vocal cords and his skin felt as though it 


had been flayed from his body. He felt raw and tired and exposed. 


Over the course of several hours, Ken had teased his life from him. Everything, from his father leaving, to 
having everyone kissing his ass, to someone - David - finally saying "No" to him had been noted down and filed 
away for the care that was to come. Dave knew some of it would be used against him. Well, "used against him’ 
was the wrong term. The centre called it "healing the base traumas that lead you to be here". Dave called it 
"Building a case against me". He didn't want to heal. He wanted to be back in the free world and enjoying the 
virtues of being a free man He didn’t give a flying fuck what anyone else thought. 


Except that, deep down, he did. 


David. He remembered the first day that he'd run into the man with the long blonde hair and sparkling eyes. It 
had been the night of a show honouring one of their fallen musicians. David had been playing with several 
bands and Dave had been, well, sampling the delights of a well stocked green room. Everything else, including 
the copious amounts of alcohol, had faded to nothing when David had walked in with a sheen of sweat dappling 
his forehead and his eyes lit with the pleasure of being on stage. He'd gone over to say hello and had been 
shocked when David had taken a step back as though to avoid him. People were normally desperate for a selfie, 
or a hug, or a drink. But not David. David had looked him over before cracking his wide smile and offering a 
hand. 


It had been several months down the line, and over dinner, that Dave had discovered David's reason for 
stepping back As a recovered alcoholic and drug addict, the blonde man had found the smell of alcohol that 
seeped from Dave's pores repulsive. It wasn't the last time that he'd seen David do such a thing and, over 


time, Dave had watched as David's glee at seeing him had faded to the heartlessness that he'd heard on the 
phone. 


And thats why | did what I did He glanced at the photograph that he'd forgotten he was holding. You were so 
perfect and so dedicated to your sobriety that | made you physically sick whenever | walked into the house. | loved 
you - | do love you - but you remind me of everything that Im not. And that's why some fucked up subconscious 
part of me decided that you had fo remain with me, not quite a prisoner but not quite tree, either. 


b 


David felt warm and content. Another body slept beside him and, behind him, he could hear the sound of 
purring. Reaching behind himself, he stroked a hand over the furry body before snuggling closer to the person 


beside him. His arm moved to wrap around their waist and his fingers drifted over their smooth skin. 


The sun was rising as he slowly woke to the stark, cold reality that he was alone and in his own bed. With an 
odd ache in his heart, David dragged himself from the bed and down the sweeping staircase to the kitchen. The 
bright white marble of the room did nothing to appease the sense of loss from being pulled from his dream 


world. 


Silence surrounded him and, as with the previous days, it was a welcome reprieve. There was no-one in a 
drunken stupor on the floor. No vomit at the foot of the stairs. No alcohol stained clothes tossed in one 
corner. The house may have felt empty but there was no void in David's life. He felt at peace. 


He was just drinking his second coffee and debating a shower when the entrance intercom buzzed. Picking up 
his phone, he swiped the app and looked at the man standing before the camera. He wore a baseball cap and a 


polo shirt with a logo that David couldn't identify. 

"Hello?" 

"Hi. I've got a delivery for." The man glanced down at clipboard that David couldn't see. "David Ellefson?" 
"Yeah, that's me." 


He hit the entrance button and watched as the man got back in his truck and pulled through the now-open 
gates. 


David didn't remember ordering anything. He normally got a notification when something was on its way and 
there'd been nothing for a few weeks. The last thing he remembered ordering was a book on how to deal with 
the stresses of having an alcoholic partner. Ironically, it had arrived on the day that Dave had ploughed his car 


into a concrete planter. 


Walking to the front door, David opened it and looked over the neatly manicured lawn. The truck pulled up 
before and David felt his heart plummet. 


The truck wasn't the kind that he normally saw. It wasn't from Amazon or any of the supermarkets. It was 
one that was used for moving something bigger, and far more expensive. Something that, at the present 


moment, was covered with a black tarpaulin 


"Oh, what have you fuckin’ done now, Dave?" he murmured to himself. 


When the driver hopped out of the cab, David plastered on his friendliest smile and went out to meet him. The 


cobbles were warm against his bare feet and the sun was sparkling off the pool water. 
"Hey. You David?" 

"That's me." 

The man held out the clipboard. "Sign there for me, please." 


David took it and looked at it. He felt as though he'd been sucker-punched, the air leaving his lungs in one gasp 
as he took in the logo on the delivery sheet. 


Tesla 


But the delivery wasn't for Dave. It was, indeed, addressed to himself. Without a word, he signed his name and 
handed it back. 


"Where do you want it?" 
David nodded towards the garage. "There would be great, thanks." 


His throat felt like sandpaper and his head swam as he watched the driver unload the car. The black fabric 
was pulled away and David fought back pained tears. The bright red Roadster was the one that he'd spent 
months geeking over thanks, in part, to it being blasted into space. But he'd never been able to justify the 
purchase; his BMW was a perfectly good car and he didn't need another. He wasn't Dave; he didn't need a car, 


a truck, and several motorbikes. 


The driver returned to him and handed him a branded box and an envelope with his name on it. "Do you need 


any help with it?" 
David dumbly shook his head. "No, thank you. My husband had one." 
The man gave him a smile. "In that case, welcome to the Tesla family, Mr Ellefson. Enjoy your car." 


Desperately trying to keep his emotions in check, David nodded. He could feel his eyes smarting as the truck 
pulled off the drive and back onto the road. Once the gates were closed, David opened the envelope and pulled 


out a card. 


It showed an image of the rocket launch that he'd watched time and again. A beautiful launch that had 

happened in happier times. He remembered Dave curling up with him on the couch, equally as excited as they 
counted down with the crew in Florida. Their excitement had been sky-high as the giant craft had broken free 
of gravity and lifted to the stars above him. As it continued to fly, they'd screamed encouragement to people 


who would never hear them. 


David took a deep breath and braced himself as he opened the card. But it was to no avail. The pain and 
anguish that he'd bottled up roared through him, his heart shattering and his voice breaking the peace of the 


morning. 

"No. No. Dave, no, dammit." 
He stumbled to the car before slumping beside it, tears streaming down his cheeks as he clutched the card to 
his chest. His voice continued to break from his throat, raw and pained as fought with everything that he was 
feeling. Through tear-stained eyes, he tried to read the words that had been written. 
To my beautiful Space Oddity, 


Wanna take a ride?! 


Congratulations on I0 years! We did if, baby! | love you to the moon and back, and will love you with each passing 
day. | wanted fo give you something that was super special and, well, Ill never forget the day that we watched all 
of this happen. And | knew, from the second you saw it, that you were in love. Ive always loved that about you; 
that you enjoy your gadgets. 


Enjoy the car! 


All my love, 


Your Spaceman 


PS: Check the stereo! 
PPS: | ordered this the day after the launch! 


Here we go again 

Freshly washed and dressed, Dave sat in Ken's office. The room was supposed to give off an air of serenity 
with its off-white walls and plants on the desk. He was lying once more lying on the couch, his bare feet 
brushing the carpet, as he stared at the large bookcase on the opposite side of the room. 

He felt guilty for the previous day. He'd said too much, had admitted to far more than he was willing to. He 
didn't like his life being analysed and now he was feeling insecure and ashamed and waiting for the moment 
when it would all be shoved back at him. 


"Dave?" 


Turning his eyes from the shelves of books, he looked at Ken and gave him a tiny smile. 


"We're going to reflect on what you said yesterday for a moment, okay?" 


The lump in his throat was growing and he desperately tried to push the tears back down. His head was 
screaming at him to get up and walk out of the room. But doing so would be reported to the courts and would, 
no doubt, land him with extra time. And all he wanted to do was go home and sink himself back into a bottle. 


"Let's talk about David" Ken's voice was gentle but the name of his husband sent that cold shard ricocheting 
back into his heart. "Yesterday you said that you feel as though you keep him prisoner. Can you elaborate on 
that?" 


Silence. Just peaceful, blissful silence. Nothing more. Nothing less. It certainly quietened the screaming in his 
head and gave him time to try and keep any other thoughts in check. 


"Dave?" 


"Yeah?" His own voice was quiet and he liked how it felt to keep it at such a level. He took a deep breath. "| 


don't actually keep him a prisoner. He has his own life. His own car. His own friends. His own bank account.” 


Or does he? Don't forget, Dave, that, when his band eventually ended, you encouraged him to not pursue other 
musical endeavours. You encouraged him to stay at home and cater to your needs. When he made dates fo see his 
own friends, you encouraged him to cancel in order to be there for you Because youre not a man, are you? 
Youre a child who needs the constant validation of their parent. F you're not involved then David can't be involved 
And, over time, he just gave up and surrendered everything to you. Does David even have a bank account any 
more? Or did he merge it with your already overflowing one? 


"We need to talk about this, Dave." 


He could feel himself fading, his eyes settling into the thousand yard stare as the room around him became 
nothing but a wash of white. He didn't see Ken He didn't see the bookcase. All he could see was the beach in 
Hawaii. David, dressed in white with one hand holding his hair from his eyes as the breeze whipped it around 
his head. The smile on his face. The way his eyes caught the sun. The touch of his hand on Dave's face as 

they stood before the minister. The gentle breathing of their friends and family behind them. The feeling of 


being utterly and totally in love with someone. 

David had asked him what had changed 

It hadn't been David 

It had been himself. Unable to cope with the life that he'd built for himself and the way that other people 


were stepping into his roles, he'd taken the one escape route that he knew of. And it had spiralled out of 


control. 


"Ten years," he murmured with tears beginning to mist his eyes. "It's our ten year anniversary today. We got 


married in Hawaii. Even then | asked him to go to a place that meant so much to me and so little to him." 


"Congratulations." Ken's voice was distant, as though coming from another planet. "We'll see if we can arrange 
for you to call home. You're not scheduled to talk to David for another twelve or so days but we'll see what 


we can do." 

Dave felt his heart break at the other man's words. "He won't talk to me." 

"Why not?" 

"He thinks l'm a failure." 

"He doesn't, Dave. He's very worried about you and very scared. He wants you to get better." 


"I am better," he quietly argued. 


David didn't know how long he sat out in the sun. He didn't know how long he cried for, nor how often he 
screamed. He was angry, not just at himself but also at Dave. He was on the brink of making a decision and 
didn't want to feel and now the younger man had slammed back into his life with something that made him 
ache all over again. The cold indifference that he'd been feeling towards Dave had been replaced by the 


warmth of happy memories. 


He stared down at the red car, the sun gleaming off of its curves. With the box and the card clutched in one 
hand, he reached out the other to stroke over it. At one point, Dave had always been thoughtful. Not that 
David asked for it. He was happy to be in love with someone. But Dave had been the kind of guy who the little 
things mattered to; notes on the mirror, a coffee in bed, a meal at a restaurant David had been reading about, 


playfully embarrassing him by declaring his love in front of eighty thousand people. 


But that had all faded when Dave's drinking had become heavier. Before, David could handle it. Dave had been 
an affectionate drunk. Then the stress post leg break had started piling up and David had found them growing 
further and further apart. With the band teetering on bankruptcy due to the cancelled dates and an insurance 
company that wouldn't pay, Dave had decided to take up an offer from a full service production company. 
They'd do everything from organising shows, to booking their travel, to looking after their social media, to 
making and selling merchandise. They'd promised the world and everything had sounded perfect. 


Then the ink had dried on the contract and the demands had started rolling in. 


Contracts were always open to interpretation and the Foos lawyers had fought tooth and nail over some of the 
wording and clauses. But, in the end, it was simple; the company all but owned Foo Fighters and the only ways 
out of the contract was to either pay a fee totalling hundreds of millions of dollars or work through it and 


hope to come out alive. 


As the demands piled up so Dave had hit the bottle harder and harder. His drinking had gone from only in the 
evenings to day drinking is fine to whiskey is a breakfast cereal By the time he'd crashed the car, Dave had been 
sitting in sitting in bars from open to close. David had only seen him when he'd come home to sleep off the 


come down before he'd go back into the city. 

"At least he wasn't drinking in front of you," he muttered to himself. "Suppose he had some consideration left." 
David sighed and opened the garage door. Reaching inside, he pulled out the cable for Dave's now-destroyed car 
and plugged it into his own. He wandered back inside and swiped his phone from beside the coffee pot in order 


to send a text. 


How's your hp doing? | know this is probably crossing a line, but do you want to meet for coffee? 
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The coffee shop was beginning to feel like a second home. Seated at a table with his hands wrapped around a 
mug, David felt truly at peace. James, his blue eyes a little more tired than the previous days, sat across 
from him. The skull topped walking cane that leaned against the table explained his exhaustion all too well to 
David. But he was there and they were talking softly about everything and anything. David hadn't wanted to 
burden the other man with his problems. Rather he'd wanted to find a space where they could sit and just be.. 
friends. 


"So you taking a few days off?" 


James shrugged. "I don't have to but | need to. Luckily they've got my back so it's all gonna be good. I'll put in 


for the surgery and see if | can have it replaced" 


"Do you need anything?" David could feel the concern clenching at his heart. He was all too aware that, like 


himself, James was currently home alone. 


Those eyes twinkled with the barest hint of a smile. "I'm fine right now, thank you. But I'll give you a call if 
that changes, okay?" 


The answer placated David and he felt himself relax a little. "So what do you do for fun? Anyone else you hang 
out with?" 


The twinkle became a little mischievous. "Why? Jealous?" 

David chuckled. "Not jealous. Just curious." 

"There's a couple of guys from the station that | hang out with from time to time. You know what this city's 
like; there's never really any time for socialising. So unless you have a partner, or housemates, then you don't 
really see anyone." 

That hit home and David nodded in agreement. He knew it all too well. He had a partner and, even then, he stil 
felt alone in the big house that they called home. There had been moments when he'd threatened to schedule 
time with Dave just so that they got to see one another. 

But all of my time is yours, the younger man had said. 

Yeah, you say that and then you go on tour, or go to the studio, or go to a grilling contest, or go fo the bar, or. 
You do something that you explicitly don’t want me involved with And maybe Im whining but | do want fo spend 

time with the guy | married 


"Painful reminder?" James asked. 


Shaking himself from the trance that he'd fallen into, David nodded. "Yeah. Sorry. Didn't mean to bring a downer 


on it" 

It's understandable. You've been married to him how long?" 

"Ten years." 

"Ten years and you see him when?" 

David sighed. "Mostly at night when he comes home drunk Or he wants feeding," 

At that James snorted. "The guy's a world class pit-master and he whines to you for food?" 

That was the first time that he'd heard James actively take a shot at Dave and, truth be told, it was good to 
hear someone else rag on his husband. Most people kissed Dave's ass. Most people thought he was the "Nicest 


Guy in Rock". To have someone else see the faults that David lived with was refreshing. 


"Yeah, he is. And yeah, he whines to me for food, even though that smoker is on twenty-four-seven when 


he's at home." 


"David." James sighed and shook his head. There was an air of heartbreak surrounding him. "The more | hear 
about your life the more | wonder about what's going to happen next. Is he going to clean up? Is he going to 


relapse? Is everything going to be all flowers for you after this? You deserve your happily ever after but." 
David paused to drink and gather his thoughts before replying. The coffee house really was peaceful. Being just 
after the lunch time rush, it was quiet. The plants, much like the ones in James' house, added an air of 


escapism as though they were outside of the city and in another world. 


"| don't know," he finally sighed. "I really don't know. | can only wait and hope, | suppose. If he recovers, great. If 


not...” 


David lowered his head and gazed into his coffee, hoping, in vain, that it would show him the future. When it 


didn't, he returned his attention to the man sitting across from him. 


"And if not?" James' voice was gentle and calm. He could feel the other man's presence, James’ energy making 


him feel safe, wanted, and seen 


| can't stay with him. | have to think of myself. | don't have any kind of life living with him." He sighed and 


rubbed his knuckles into his forehead. "| have no profession any more. Nothing to keep me active. No friends~" 


"You have me." 


David's heart broke at those three tiny words and he looked up to give the other man a tiny smile. James' 
face was soft and filled with the kind of friendly love that he'd been craving for so long. Reaching across the 
table, he touched his hand to the other man's. "Thank you." 

"Welcome." 


His phone began to ring with a number he didn't recognise. "I should take this," he sighed. "Excuse me." 


Resigned to whoever was going to scream at him for having Dave sent away, David got to his feet and walked 


to the door. Once outside, he swiped the phone. 

"Hello?" 

"David?" 

The sound of his husband's voice made him still. Leaning against the glass, he stared out into the street. 
"Dave? We're not due to talk for another twelve days." 


"I know. | know." He sounded almost.. normal. Like the guy that David had first fallen in love with. "But they gave 


me a call because, well, happy anniversary, baby." 


The warmth that David had felt inside was dashed away and he felt the tears begin to smart his eyes. "Happy 


anniversary, Dave Ten years, huh? How'd we do it?" 


"Because you're a good man" There was a pause and David could sense that Dave wanted to ask him 


something. "What did | get you? Did | get you anything? Please tell me that | didn't forget?" 


The tears began to freely fall and David couldn't stop the sob that bubbled up from his throat. "You don't 


remember, do you?" 


"No, I'm sorry, | dont" Dave's voice was soft, almost apologetic. It was the voice that David remembered from 


when they first got together before all of this happened. 
"You got me a car," David murmured. 
"| did?! That's cool! What kind?" 


He was crying freely and he didn't care who saw him. The pain was so raw and so fresh that David didn't know 


how he'd cope. All he wanted was for the call to end and for Dave to once more fade into the background. 


"You don't remember. You've spent the past eighteen months in so much of a drunken stupor that you don't 


remember, do you, Dave?" 


"David, I'm sorry." Dave genuinely did sound apologetic. "I'm so sorry. Please. I'm hoping that you can forgive 


me. 
"Do you remember sitting on the couch with me one day and watching something on the internet?" 
There was another pause and David hoped that Dave was trying to sort through his hazy memory. 
"We watch a lot of things, baby,” the other man softly replied 


"We watched them launch a car into space, Dave. A note came with it saying that you'd ordered it the day 
after and that you'd had them put Space Oddity on the stereo." 


"Oh. Fuck" The realisation was slowly dawning and David could almost picture Dave's shocked expression. "David, 
I'm so sorry. Really, | am. If its bringing back memories of what | did, send it back. I'll sort the refund when | 
get out." 


Hurt didn't even begin to explain how David felt. He was heartbroken, lost, angry, and everything in between 


Perching himself on the window ledge, he stared out into the peaceful street and tried to compose himself. Tall, 
spindly trees lined the quiet road, their leaves offering some solitude of shade. 


"Gonna call Elon when you get out, huh?" he quietly spat. 
"lf | have to." 
David snorted. "Yeah, right, like you have his number." 


"| don’t. But | could get it. David, please. If you don't want it, please don't do anything rash with it. | mean, it's 
not like | need the money but still.. It's a gift. From me, to you. | was trying to show you | loved you." 


"And it would have been great if you hadn't ploughed your own into a concrete wall for the entire world to 
see. Dave, what do you think people are gonna say when they see me in one? That I'm gonna go the same 
way?" He sighed and forced himself to lower the tone of his voice. Pulling himself together and fighting back 
the heated anger that he felt for Dave, David murmured, "It's a thoughtful gift, and | know where you were 


coming from when you ordered it. Happy anniversary, baby. I'll see you in a few weeks, okay?" 

"| can't wait. | miss seeing you. Love you." 

David took a deep breath and forced himself to say what he knew Dave wanted to hear. "Love you, too." 
Hanging up, he stared at the phone. Dave's words still rang in his ears. | don't need the money. Those words 


stung and David was slowly seeing more of the world he lived in A world that he'd once loved. But it was a 
world where he was kept and what he did and who he saw was dictated to him. Turning to the window, he 


looked at the man sitting at the table and patiently waiting for him. Once Dave was out, this friendship would 
also go by the wayside. 


Better make the most of it, Ellefson. 


Like a murder investigation, Dave was given very little time alone to think over his life and change his story. 
Solo therapy, group therapy and, at some point, David would come in so that they could go through relationship 
therapy. 


Sitting beneath a tree in the garden, Dave looked at the rolling hills that surrounded him. He could jump the 
fence and leave. Or he could stay and attempt to make things right. He suspected that if he left he'd soon be 
picked up and returned. 


He'd spent the day trying to rationalise his life and what he'd done. His two previous failed marriages were 
down to him and his need to have someone, but to also be aloof. His marriage to David was teetering on failure 
for the same reason, he wanted someone beside him but he wanted his freedom with little thought for the 
other person. The thing with David was that because he was the same gender, Dave believed he had more of a 


right to push the other man around. 


Did he love David? Very much so. But why did he feel like David was trying to quash his fun all the time? He 


was only going out and having a few drinks. 


A few drinks that turn into you crashing your car. Its no wonder David sounded lke shit on the phone. He doesn’t 


want to talk to you. He thinks you're a failure and an asshole. Can you blame him? 


Sighing, Dave moved to lie back in the grass. The shade from the tree was a welcome relief from the 


overbearing sun. 
Overbearing Just like David, right? 


Dave tried to shake the negative thoughts from his head. He had to own his problem. It was no use trying to 
shift the blame back on to David. David knew his faults; he'd been through the rehab system. David tried to be 
the better person and maybe that's what bugged Dave so much. He was so used to having everyone kiss his 
ass that David had been a breath of fresh air. Until he'd started pitying Dave. By the end, and on the fateful 
right that he'd crashed his car, Dave had felt that David had all but rejected him. There was a darkness 
where his heart should have been, an aching void of never-ending black. He'd been married for ten years and 
should have been in a celebratory mood. Instead he was lying on the grass of a rehab centre and wondering 


whether his husband would ever accept him again 


If he closed his eyes and allowed his mind to wander, Dave could still see their first date. He'd been texting 


David and David, ever the tease, had been coy and elusive until one day he'd cracked and agreed to dinner. It 


had been a quiet restaurant with shadowy alcoves and low lights. David had picked at a steak. He, however, had 
gorged himself on a platter of grilled meats, all swilled down with several beers. It wasn't until one of their 
management had pulled him aside a few days later and explained that David was a reformed addict did Dave 
feel like complete shit. 


Ím sorry. | shouldn't have subjected you to that. | should have asked You didnt deserve to see me like that and Im 
sorry. Id love to see you again but if you want to walk away, thats fine. Youll break my heart, but Hi understand. 


He'd sent the text and waited, his heart shattered. Several long hours later, David's reply had arrived. 

Dont worry about it. How do you feel about skeet shooting? 

The rest, as they say, had been history. David didn't mind him drinking. He called Dave an affectionate drunk, 
someone who was all hands and kisses after a few beers. That had been until things had started to turn dark 


and he could no longer handle the stress. 


Stress, boundary issues, co-dependency.. All of them had combined into the perfect storm that was pushing 
and testing his current marriage. And David would be gone forever if he didn't get a handle on them. 
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He felt like he was in the void between worlds, a place of darkness and uncertainty where the decisions he 


made now would affect his future. 


Lying in the guest room, David stared at the ceiling. He hadn't been able to sleep in their marital bed since that 
fateful day. The image of Dave's car shattering into a million tiny fragments was etched in the rumpled sheets 
and flattened pillows. David no longer felt comfortable there, as though his presence would cause another near 


fatal accident. 


A handful of papers lay on the pillow beside him and David felt tears spring to his eyes as his fingers drifted 
over the thick, creamy paper. 


He remembered signing it all too well. A prenup designed to protect both of them in the event of something 
happening. It was signed with the agreement that it would expire ten years and ten days after they got 
married, meaning that the document either needed to be renewed in the next week or that the protection it 


offered would be null and void. 


David had to make a decision If he chose to divorce Dave after that time period then he would have nothing 
to protect him. He'd be at the mercy of Dave and his lawyers. And with little collateral to pay for his own 
legal team, he'd have to take whatever they offered or, more likely didn't, and leave. 


Could still call Megadeths old law firm. They'll help.. 


But then there was the side of him that wanted to stay and fight it out. Dave's issues had only really been 
for the previous two years. Maybe it was a glitch, something that everyone went through at some point 
before coming out the other side stronger than before. 


But what if he doesn't? What if he starts drinking again? What if he uses something other than words against me? 


Tired of living in Dave's shadow, he wanted to leave. Wanted to walk away from the life that had become so 


less-than-perfect. He didn't want to live a lie any more. 


The tears spilled over as they had done so many times before. He felt alone and neglected, the proverbial 
second fiddle to Dave's career. They'd never spoken much of Dave's previous marriages but David wondered 
how much of Dave's career, drinking and, to some degree, flirting, had caused the eventual breakdowns of 


them. 


The flirting was another point. Dave had got better at keeping it under control. But, in those first few months 
of marriage, David had had to keep a close eye on him. The younger man seemed unable to settle completely 
and was always on the look out for the next sexual high. Dave may not have been a drug addict but, even so, 
David could recognise the signs of someone who was looking for that endorphin kick. It was only when David had 


pointed out exactly how Dave's flirtatious ways made him feel that the other man began to reel them in 
Should have done the same with his drinking.. 


Collecting up the prenup, David shoved it into the top drawer of the bedside table and rolled onto his side. He'd 
be the first to admit that he was struggling. Even the basics - taking a shower, for example - had become 
righ on impossible. The last time he'd eaten more than cereal from the box had been when he'd been at 


James’. 


That name tugged at his heart and, in his mind's eye, David could see James sitting on the couch with a plate 
of Chinese propped on his outstretched legs and the cat curled up beside him. It had been a moment of 
homeliness that David hadn't felt for a long time. These days he mostly ate by himself unless Dave had an 
engagement somewhere. Then David would be bundled into a car to sit in a restaurant and make small talk with 
Dave's industry contacts. Dinner was never peaceful in those situations as people either wanted to talk to Dave 


or have their photograph taken with him. Then the alcohol would begin flowing and David ceased to exist. 


He needed to sleep. Needed to rest. But he couldn't. His mind was racing with memories from the past ten 
years as he tried to work out where, and when, he could have stepped in to stop Dave from going on his 
downward spiral. 


But, like any addict, David knew that it would have been impossible to stop. He'd been in that position and it had 
only been because of his own strength that he'd been able to pull himself out of it. Dave, on the other hand, 
wasn't at that point in his life yet. He didn't have the power within him to say that enough was enough and he 
needed to end it. To Dave, life was still a party and, to him, his actions didn't have consequences. Or at least, 


he didn't want to acknowledge the consequences. 


Rehab was slowly becoming a safe space away from the world outside. There was no alcohol, no one pushing 
him to party, no one demanding his attention. There was just himself, a bunch of other guys, and the mess 
that lived in his mind. Sure, he was still fighting with himself on a daily basis but it was becoming easier to let 
go of the fuck-up that he'd become and allow himself to live in his own skin. 


He'd never really had a chance to do that. There were two people living in his body; Dave Grohl, the outgoing 
party animal and David Grohl, the man who'd taken a seat so far in the back of Dave's head that he'd 
eventually been forgotten. David Grohl was the guy who cared for people, who fell in love, who wrote the 
songs, who could be quiet and considerate and.. normal. Dave was the guy that everyone expected to see. And 
so, ever the people pleaser, that's what he'd given them. 


No one had ever stopped him. No one had ever pulled him up and told him that the boisterous personality 
needed to cool it. They'd all been along for the ride. The only person who'd even hinted at that personality 
taking a break was the person that he was married to. And Dave had retaliated in the worst way possible. He'd 
continued to drink, shut David out, and, when David had reached out helping hands, he'd batted them away in 


favour of another cold beer. David had known that there was something wrong. David had known all about the 
band's new contract. David had seen how much stress it would cause even before they'd signed. David was 


smart like that. And Dave had ignored every moment when David desperately reached out. 


Even now, as he sat in Ken's office and stared at the shelves of books, he could still see the wounded look in 


David's eyes as, once more, he'd stormed out of the house to go to a bar. 


| hurt you. | hurt you so bad. Youre the peace-keeper. Wed talked and talked about this contract. | was so excited 
at some of the weight being taken from my shoulders. But you knew that thered be a price to pay. And when 
they started demanding and demanding and demanding some more you tried to stop everything. You could see the 
effect it was having on me and you wanted it fo go away. You weren't doing it because you wanted me at home 
and not on the road You were doing it because you cared You were doing it because you almost knew that this is 
where it would all end and Im sorry. Im sorry for arguing with you the night that | crashed Im sorry for the pain | 
caused Im sorry for leaving you standing there in the middle of an empty house with nothing but your grief for 


company. 


Dave could feel his throat tightening and the tears scratching his eyes. He'd cried so much over the previous 
days and they showed no sign of drying up. 


"Can we call David in early?" he whispered. 

Ken looked at him, his eyes narrowing briefly. "That's not how the program works, Dave." 

Dave felt a spike of anger bolt through him. "My name's David," he murmured. "Dave's the persona | created 
so many years ago." Trying to quash the anger, he smiled gently. "It's strange because, at home, our names 

are switched. It's like living in a weird parallel world. Then, out there." He waved a hand to the window. "In the 
real world, I'm Dave and he's David because that's what people have always known us by." 


| can see why that would be confusing. Do you interchange your names?" 


Dave nodded. "We're either/or. He'll call me Dave, I'll call him David. Then itll switch depending on the mood, or 
the time of day, or what we're doing. But, to the wider world, I'm Dave and he's David" 


"Do you want me to call you David?" 

He shook his head. "It's Dave that we're trying to fix so continue calling me that." 

"We're trying to fix you as a whole, Dave." Ken's voice was soft once more. "Not the persona. That's giving you 
a way to lay blame somewhere else. You're doing a great job in accepting that you have problems and that 
you've done things that you shouldn't. Giving you an escape route like that isn't healthy, especially for once 


you get back out." 


Dave sighed and nodded and looked at his hands. Ken was right. Shifting the blame somewhere else would result 


in his issues become a vicious cycle that would no doubt land his ass straight back into rehab. 
"You said about bringing David in early. Can | ask why?" 


Taking a deep breath, he looked Ken straight in the eye. There was no need to hide from what he was about to 
say even though the mere thought of it was shattering his heart. 


"I want to give David the freedom he deserves." 
"You want a divorce?" Ken gently asked. 


With the lump in his throat threatening to choke him, Dave shook his head. "No, a separation. If he decides to 


come back is entirely up to him." 


David had managed to pull himself from the bed and into the shower. He'd leaned against the tiles for several 
long minutes as the water had scalded his skin. In his mind the memories had continued to play and he'd found 
himself going back to the start. He could remember, and still feel, those initial bursts of happiness when they'd 
originally got together. He could remember Dave's late night texts and early morning voice mails. Somewhere 
he still had every postcard and letter that Dave had sent when he'd been out on tour. Sometimes they'd come 
once a day. Sometimes once a week But the younger man would always send something. Even after they were 


married he continued with the tradition. 


Sitting in the kitchen, David flicked through his phone as he waited for his food order to arrive. He'd decided 
that he'd try to eat something even if he didn't feel up to cooking. He definitely felt better for the shower and, 


with the sun streaming through the kitchen windows, his spirits were slowly picking up. 


There were so many photos, each of them a happy memory. There was them on the beach, sitting on the 
sand and watching the sea as the breeze whipped at their hair and twisted it into a medley of blonde and black. 
Dave's eyes still held their mischievous twinkle and his hair had still been neat and shiny. In recent months it 
had grown scraggly and dull, caused, in part, David believed by the other man's drinking. Not that David was 
complaining. Dave's hair was of no respect to him. It was the man he loved, not what he looked like. 


He was about to flick to another photograph when his phone began to ring. The number of the rehab centre 


scrolled across the screen and, with his heart in his throat, he answered, "David Ellefson" 
"David, I'm Ken, Dave's therapist. Dave would like to meet you tomorrow." 


Confused, David stood up and began to pace the overly-large kitchen. "But we're not due to meet for well over 
a week. What's going on?" 


"That's for Dave to talk to you about" Ken's voice was gentle and David could feel himself falling under its 


spell 
"| don't understand,” he murmured. "Can | speak to Dave?" 
'Itll be best for you to do this session face to face." 


David sighed and raked his hand through his hair. He paused and saw his reflection in a mirror out in the 


hallway. Despite his recent shower, he still looked tired. "I'm going to worry now." 


"I know. Please try not to. He's getting better and progressing far quicker than we expected him to. David, he 


also loves you very much and misses you every day. He spends a good portion of each day speaking about 


you." 


Leaning against a marble counter, David stared at the floor and tried to hide the annoyance that was beginning 


to bubble through him. "What time?" 

"Is [0am a good time for you?" 

"l'Il be there." He paused and took a deep breath. He should have been annoyed at Dave pulling him into his 
issues so early in the process but it was obviously something that the younger man needed to talk about. And, 
deep down, David knew that Dave would be the person that he'd spend the rest of his life with, even if, in the 
present moment, he did despise the younger man. "And please tell him that I'm thinking about him." 


‘| will. See you tomorrow, David." 


q 


It was another sunny day in LA but that was the lost on Dave. Sitting on a couch in the centre's reception, he 
nervously waited for David. His hands were clasped in his lap and one foot drummed against the floor. Ken sat 


beside him for what Dave assumed was supposed to be reassurance. 
"You have to be prepared for how he'll react," his therapist softly said. "This may hurt him." 
"Or he'll be over the fuckin’ moon," Dave muttered. 


"He's stood by you, Dave. You have to acknowledge his strength. He hasn't walked away from you. Yes, he's 
angry, hurt, and upset. But he's also worried for you. He acknowledged the anniversary gift and the significance 
that it held for him personally. You wanted to capture that happy memory for him and, even though he 
admonished you for it because of your own crash, he still reminded you of the meaning that it held. That's 
important and it's those small things that you have to recognise." 


Dave nodded before glancing to the door as a familiar red car pulled up. The sight both warmed, and broke, his 
heart. 


"Speak of the devil," he whispered. 


Shakily, he got to his feet and stuffed his sweaty hands in the back pockets of his jeans. The butterflies in his 


stomach swirled and he could feel a cold sweat prickling the back of his neck 


A few moments later and the doors slid open and his husband, dressed from head to foot in black and with 
sunglasses hiding his eyes, walked in. A rogue breeze caught his blonde hair, lifting it from his shoulders. In 
that moment he looked, to Dave, like an angel. Dave felt his heart skip a beat as David's eyes swept over the 


open-plan area before settling on him. When a smile broke David's face, Dave felt the tears fall. 


David all but trotted over, pushing his sunglasses onto his head as he did. His face was filled with love and 


warmth and all Dave wanted to do was collapse into his arms and start over. 

"Hey, gorgeous." David's face fell when he saw the tears. “Baby, what's wrong? Why are you crying?" 

David stopped before him and reached out, his fingers gently brushing the tears away. His touch was so gentle 
and so filled with love that Dave could do nothing more than cry harder and lean into the other man's hand. 
His hair fell over his face as he nuzzled David's fingers. 


"| love you," he whispered. "Oh, David, | love you so much. You're everything to me." 


Arms went around his neck and pulled him close. Kisses, as warm and as gentle as the spring sun, were 
pressed to his cheeks. Dave hadn't forgotten how much he loved these moments. They'd been lost to a 


freeway of drunken debauchery and left to fester in the gutter. 
"Do you know how long I've waited to hear you say that?" David quietly replied. 


"Too long." He clung to David as though he was drowning, his arms tight around the other man's waist. his 
body heaved as he let out another sob. Everything was coming to a head and there was nothing that he could 
do to stop it. He felt raw and naked, laid bare for his husband to finally see. "I'm sorry, David. l'm so sorry.’ 


‘Its okay, Dave. It's all okay. It's all in the past now." 


He held onto David for a moment longer before, at Ken's prompting, leading him deeper into the building and to 
his therapist's office. Seated on the couch, he clung onto David's hand, desperate for the contact and to make 


as many memories as possible. 


"David, I'm Ken, Dave's therapist. We spoke on the phone. It's a pleasure to finally meet you. Dave talks of you 
frequently.” 


From the corner of his eye, he watched his husband give the other man one of his sunny smiles. "It's a 


pleasure. Thank you for looking after him." 


"You're welcome. Dave wanted you to come here so that he could talk to you. | know that it's earlier than is 


normally permitted but Dave felt that it was important to his health and recovery that he speak to you now." 


Hazel eyes, forever filled with the light of the sun, looked at him. David's forehead was furrowed and, for a 
heartbeat, Dave went to pull away. Instead, David's hand tightened and held him a little closer. 


‘lm listening," his husband softly said. "I'm here for you. You know that, right? | know you didn't want to be 
here and I'm sorry that it came to this." 


Shaking his head, Dave swallowed around the lump that seemed to be forever lodged in his throat. There was 
so much that he wanted to say. But, at the same time, he wanted to make the cut swift and easy and allow 


David his freedom once more. The freedom that he'd stolen from him so many years before. 


"Is okay," he whispered. His voice was raw and tired and Dave found it almost a struggle to speak "You know 
we speak about how we're supposed to be right where we are? Well, I'm right where I'm supposed to be. Here. 
Getting better. David." He sighed and lowered his head until his forehead rested against the back of the older 


man's hand. "David, | love you so fuckin’ much. But I've stolen so much from you.” 
He felt the other man react, his hand tightening and his body stiffening. "How do you mean?" 
Peering up through his freshly washed hair, Dave looked at the man that sat beside him. He took in the gentle 


confusion that swam through David's eyes and the way that his face had softened from a moment earlier. He 


wanted to reach out and stroke the waves of wheat-coloured hair that hung around his husband's shoulders. 


Wanted to kiss those gentle lips and wrap himself in the love that he'd found a decade earlier. 


"David, I've taken so much," he quietly continued. "When | met you, you were exactly what | wanted. You were 
happy and full of life and you were a joy to be around. But | changed that. | have to be responsible for that. 
When Megadeth ended, | encouraged you to stay at home. | encouraged you to not see your friends. | made up 
excuses for why you shouldn't leave the house. | asked you to do more and more so that you'd forget about 


all of your projects and just be there at my beck and call. | made you cook for me. Cook, David" 
"I cook because | love you." David's voice was as soft as spring rain. 


"David, but you need to see that | can look after myself. | have the means and the skills to cook for myself. 
But even when | was cooking, even when the smokers were running, | still hounded you until you began making 
whatever dish | asked you to make." 


The frown returned to his husband's face and Dave felt him begin to pull away. "That's true," he quietly 
replied "And I've resented you for it at times. Over the past few days I've been giving it some thought and 
realised just how much you took from me in order to keep your own life fulfilled | was in a successful band, 


Dave. Sure, they were never as big as you guys, but we were successful-" 
"Baby, you invented an entire genre. I've done jack shit." 


David gave him the soft smile that he loved so much and his fingers gave him the gentlest of squeezes. "We 
were still successful. And | felt as though you took that away from me. You took my life, and my 
achievements, and everything that had come before. And | was beginning to hate you for-" 


"lm sorry!" he softly exclaimed. 


He couldn't stop staring at David. Couldn't help but take in the way that he gave him a warm smile. Couldn't 
help but watch his shoulders drop a little. 


| began to hate you for it, Dave, but I still loved you. And there needs to be compromise in a relationship. One 
person can't have everything, no matter what life they're leading. There needs to be give and take. And yes, | 
resented that you were never at home. That you were always on the road, or in the studio, or out cooking. 


But | also know that some of that wasn't your fault. And | wanted to get you away from that-" 


The room around him faded until it was nothing but David and himself. How he wished he was back home, on 
the couch, and having this conversation. How he wished he could wrap himself around David as they watched 
another new rocket break free of gravity and chase their dreams into the sky. Instead, he was sitting in a 
therapist's office and untangling the mess that their life had become. "But it was too late." 


David nodded. "It was too late and | couldn't get you out. l'm a helper, Dave. You know that and | think that, at 
some point, you decided to take advantage of that. And | should have been stronger and laid out more 


boundaries. But l'd seen how your previous marriages had ended and | didn't want the same for us." 


"You did give me boundaries. But | walked all over them. | got angry at you, unconsciously, for putting a line in 
the sand. And that's when | began clipping your wings more and more until you were living in nothing more 
than a gilded cage." Dave took a deep breath and held it for a moment before continuing. "David, | want to offer 
you something." 


"What's that?" 


Closing his eyes, Dave savoured the feeling of the man's hand in his own. He realised that it may be the last 
time he held it. The last time that he'd hear David's voice. The last time that he'd be surrounded by the love 
that the other man held in his heart. 


Knowing that David deserved him being present in that moment, Dave opened his eyes and looked at the man 
sitting beside him. "You deserve more, David. You deserve so much more. | took your freedom and | want to 


return it to you. | want us to separate" 
That frown again followed by the older man tensing. "Dave, why?" 


‘I've just told you; your freedom was taken, by me, and its time for you to have it back. Whether it's 
permanent or temporary neither of us knows right now and it's something that we can discuss once | get out 
of here. You can stay in the house. I'll get a hotel or an apartment. It's the least | can do for you right now. 
You can keep everything else, too; your credit cards, bank accounts. I'm not gonna leave you out on the street 


and penniless. Goodness knows I've fucked you over enough in the past couple of years. David, | want you to be 


happy.” 


"| am-" 


"You're not. You've just admitted it to me. And please don't try and placate me. You need time away from me. 
Once you've left here, I'll have someone contact management and tell them to leave you the fuck alone. 


Because you've probably been hounded into the ground about me being here." 
David nodded. "Yeah, | have. But they're all blocked at the minute." 


"See? And you don't need that. My life and my band are not your problem. Well, they are by default. But 
you're not responsible for dealing with things, especially my fuck ups. | have to take responsibility for those. 
Me. Not you. And | want you to have a life. Your life. The one that you created before you met me." 


Silence fell over them yet David's eyes never left his own. Eventually the older man leaned forward and 
pressed the gentlest of kisses to his forehead. Winding a hand into David's hair, Dave held him close, savouring 


the moment and taking in everything that was uniquely David. 


"And if | meet someone else?" David quietly asked. 


"So be it" That lump, the damned one that was going to kill him, rose again. "You'll break my heart but I'l 
completely understand. You need someone who'd going to love you fully and wholly. Someone who isn't going to 
keep going on the road and leaving you behind. David, | should have taken you with me every time. Instead, | 
left and didn't think of whether you'd be waiting for me. If anyone's had the right to walk out of this 
relationship it's been you. But you've stayed. You're a stronger man than I've been and I'm determined to get 


better. Whether you're there at the end of it." 

"Hopefully. Thank you, my love." 

He pressed himself closer, winding his arms around David's waist and resting his head against the other man's 
chest. He could feel David's heartbeat, the one that had kept time with his for the past ten years. Walking 
away was hurting him as much as it was hurting David. He could sense the pain that was coming from the 
man he loved and he wanted to kiss it away. But he also knew that he had to set David free, at least for the 


moment. 


"You too, my darling. Thank you for being everything I've ever needed and more." 


The drive home had passed in a blur as David had gone over what Dave had said. His heart was breaking but.. 
But it was what he needed. 
His independence. His freedom. His choice of what to do with his life. His loves. 


All had been returned to him, even if for a fleeting moment. 


Sitting before the house, David stared at the building before him. While beautiful and the home that he'd 


always dreamed of, it had, over time, become a glamorous prison. And he needed out, if only for a while. 


Putting the car on charge, he went back inside and took the sweeping staircase two steps at a time. In the 
bedroom that he'd shared with Dave for so many years, David grabbed a suitcase and began to toss in 
whatever he thought he'd need. He was going and whether that was for a few days or a few weeks, he didn't 


know. 

Once that was beside the stairs, he collected something that he hadn't even looked at it in nearly two years. 
The silver bass and small practice amp sat in their instrument filled jam room. While Dave had used the room 
on occasion, David had allowed it to drift from his memory as he'd gone about his daily routine of picking up 
the pieces of Dave Grohl's life. In time, the room had become a figment of his imagination, a dream that he'd 


once had and had eventually closed the door on. 


But now that door had opened again and he was free to walk in and pick up whatever he wanted. He placed the 


bass in its case, picked up the amp and walked to the front door. Taking a deep breath, he took one final look at 
the house behind him. 


Memories. So many memories. Good and bad, mingled together like ghosts. Ghosts that, in the depths of the 
night and the break of the dawn, came back to haunt him. He could hear Dave's voice at every turn, at first 


kind and loving, before turning bitter and cold. 


He put the bass and the amp in the trunk of the car before returning for his suitcase. David stood and took in 
everything before him. At one time it had been a home, warm and full of love. Now it stood as a monument to 


all that could go wrong when the relationship that those emotions were tied to began to disintegrate. 


With sadness beginning to overwhelm him, he quietly shut and locked the door. He took a final deep breath and 


walked over to his car. 


Life.. He didn't want to exist any more. He wanted to live. 


"How do you feel?" 


The words sounded so alien, like a language that he'd yet to learn. Getting in touch with what was happening 
inside of him was something that Dave had never really done. When his father left, that had been the end of 
life as he'd known it. He'd had to grow up quickly, lock everything away, and get on with life. He'd had his Mom 


and sister to look after. 


Life had passed him by at an aggressive speed. At times, Dave felt like he'd blinked and missed much of the 
past fifty years. He'd gone from child to teenager to drummer to, at the time, one of the biggest bands in the 
world. That had ended with the tragic and untimely death of one of their members and he started again. Feeling 
like a child lost in a world he didn't understand, he'd put together his own demo tape and released it to the 


world with a name that made it sound as though he had a full band. That had grown and, in the blink of an 
eye, become the monster that he knew today. 


"Kinda distant," he murmured. "Thinking over the past and how | got here. We talk about boundaries and stuff 
like that so often. Why | don't have them. Not having a father figure and whatnot. | suppose, in a way, David 
became that father figure, much like Kurt did in a way. Just like my father, | lost him way too soon, too. 
There was no one there to guide me. No one there to teach me how to grow. | know that, to David, my sense 
of humour was juvenile and crude. He'd laugh but, over time, | saw the humour die from his eyes as it 
became old and stale. He'd grown. He knew how to navigate the world. And he was leaving me behind. Every 
time was another step forward for him and there were times when | felt like | was reaching out to him, trying 
to get him to understand me. | know that he understood me. But | also know that | wasn't doing my part in 
helping him. | just wanted everything from him. His time, his attention, his love. All without giving anything back. 
Because why should | give anything back? l'm a child in a man's body, right? And | don't blame him for 
becoming disinterested. I've got nothing that he wants." 


His train of consciousness continued as he ditched everything that ran through his mind. Self-pitying, every 


word pushed him closer to tears until Dave lowered his head and took a shuddering breath. 
"You can let it out, Dave." 
"| know." 


Ken's voice continued to sound distant as he spoke, "You need to get all of this negativity out, Dave. You know 


that, right?" 
"| do," he softly replied. 


Dave felt like shit. Utter shit. They kept rehashing his life, making him remember things that he'd forgotten 
about. Things that he'd pushed so deep he thought they'd never see the light of day again. Every little hidden 
emotion was bubbling to the surface and all he wanted to do was hide and lick his wounds, never to see the 
world again. The carefully crafted persona, the that had served him well for so many years, was slowly being 
broken away. Little by little, the cracks were growing and the pieces falling away to show the man beneath. A 
man who felt as though he had little to offer the world and even less to offer the man that he'd married. 


"And we're going to rebuild you, Dave. We're not going to send you out into the world like this. You're going to 
go out better than before." 


He nodded. His eyes were misting and his throat was drying, as it had done so many hours before. The tears 
came and, finally, the pained, gut-wrenching sobs followed. Dave felt broken, so broken that he didn't know if 
he'd ever recovered. He'd done the one thing that he never thought he'd do in giving David his freedom. For 
the first time in many years he was alone in the world. Alone and learning how to navigate without someone to 


guide him. 


He screamed and sobbed, heartbroken at his loss and terrified for his future. He didn't care that Ken was 
watching. He didn't care who heard him. All that mattered in that moment was the pure, cold, agony that 
clutched his entire being. 


Sitting outside of the white, wooden apartment building, David cycled through a number of exercises to calm 
the prickling anxiety. His freedom may have been handed to him but the world was suddenly full of the 


unknown. There was so much that he wanted to do. Places he wanted to see. Things he wanted to experience. 


It wasn't like he'd been a complete saint before he'd met Dave. Dave was his first marriage but he wasn't 
David's first long term relationship. With five years on Dave's fifty, David had seen, and done, more in his first 
twenty years than the younger man could ever imagine. The debauchery of the [180s was nothing compared to 


Dave's own "lost weekend" in his younger years. 


But Dave had been the man to capture his heart and keep it. There was a lot to be said for the man who had 


finally made him slow down. 

David sighed and unlocked his phone. He needed to see someone. Needed some company. Yet he felt awful for 
constantly relying on James. David didn't want to burden the police officer with all of his woes and worries, 
especially when he was off duty and not being paid to listen to the wailing husband of a millionaire rock star. 
Maybe they didn't have to talk.. 

Drumming his free hand against the steering wheel, he waited for the other man to pick up. His nerves and 
anxiety were eating away at him. All James had done was be patient and listen. It was time for David to give 
him something in return. 

"David. Hi. How are you?" 

‘lm good. Good. Say, are you at home?" 

"Yeah..." 

Glancing to his right, Dave saw movement at one of the windows and a smile broke his lips. 

"When are you next on shift?" he asked. 

“Sunday. David, what's going on?" 

"Pack a bag. We're going on a road trip." 

He didn't give the other man time to respond. Hanging up, David grinned to himself as he climbed out of the 
car and moved towards the building. His heart was racing with excitement and there was a spring in his step. 
As he bounced up the steps, James opened his door and looked at him with an expression that warmed him. 
"David. What's going on?" 


"Long story. Well, short story. Can | come in?" 


The taller man stood to one side, his face still written with what David believed was an adorable confusion 


Once the door was closed, David turned to look at him. 


"| went to see Dave." He took a deep breath and held it for a moment before letting it go. Once more he was 
feeling that welcoming sense of homeliness that he'd felt on his original visit to James' understated apartment. 
The plants that hung from the ceiling, the cat that lounged on the couch, the smell of cooking. All of it 
conjured up images of what life should be like. "| went to see him and we talked. We talked a lot about what 


was bothering us both. He's come a long way and he's opening up more than he's ever done. But he wanted to 


give me something." 


James took a step closer and David felt himself still, pulled into a moment that he'd never known he'd needed. 


The other man's voice was gentle as he spoke, "What did he give you?" 


"Freedom. He gave me my freedom. We're not divorced, but we are separated. Whether that's for a month or 
forever, | don't know. He wanted me to live again. Wanted me to get out and see people again. Wanted me to do 


the things that | haven't done for so long." 
"That was a bold move on his part" 


David smiled sadly. "I know. But, in a way, I'm glad that he's done it. | need time away from him. And, in doing 
so, | want to put some distance between us." David grinned. "Its Thursday night, I've got a fully charged car 
and Vegas is a four - maybe three and a half if an officer doesn't mind overlooking a little speeding - hour 


drive." 


James shook his head and David felt a cool chill settle over himself. "David, this is a lot to take in. | know 
you're excited but this is downright impulsive. Besides, | don't drink or gamble." 


"Who said anything about drinking or gambling?" David quietly replied. "I don't either, remember?" He smiled 
gently. "You know what | like about Vegas? | can be anonymous. I'm not "Dave Grohl's Husband" there. | don't 
have to smile and nod and listen to people blow smoke up their own asses. | can sit there, with a coffee, and 
watch the world go by. There's some amazing sights, some great shows and, if | remember rightly, | still owe 
you a sit down meal. What do you say? Two nights in Vegas and we come back well in time for you to get 
some rest and make your shift on Sunday?" 


The taller man turned away and David saw a ghost of a smile on his lips. 
"IIl let you drive," David gently pressed. 
He watched James’ smile widen. "The cat?" he quietly asked. 


"There's a two bedroom suite reserved. Pebbles is more than welcome to come along, too. Its got a view of 


the Strip. May as well let him live his best life." 
| don't normally do stuff like this." 


"That's you and me both." Stepping up to James, David let a hand rest in the small of his back. He felt a spark 
of electricity pass between them. "But how about we live our best lives, too? | don't want to pressure you. But 


| could really use some time away right now. And | know this seems crazy and impulsive and out of character 


but." 


"But you need a break from reality?" 
David nodded, his smile soft. "Yeah. Yeah, | do." 
James shrugged and straightened up. "What the hell? Just no drinking or gambling.’ 


David grinned and rolled on the balls of his feet, excitement suddenly sweeping through him. "That | can 
promise. You grab what you need and I'll collect everything that the cat needs." 


l0 


"| miss him," Dave murmured. 
"David?" 


Another evening, another couple of hours in therapy. With a stomach full of pasta and salad, Dave lay on the 
couch and stared not at the ceiling but at the setting sun. From his vantage point, all he could see was a sky 
that was awash with colour. He felt himself being affected by it, the change in the day giving him something 


to look forward to. 


He shook his head and waved the photos that Ken had printed out for him. They showed himself and David in 
happier times. They were taken maybe a year or two after they'd met and, already, they'd fallen into domestic 
bliss. His own eyes were filled with mischief and his dimples were deep as he teased David about something. 
The older man was playfully swatting him. 


"No. | miss the man that | was before all of this. | miss being the silly, dorky man who made David laugh and 
who did everything to make him happy. He was so independent when we first met. So independent. He didn't 
want anything done for him. Wouldn't let me pay for dinner. This was a guy who, compared to me, was living on 


the breadline. But he wanted to invest in our relationship as much as | did." 
"Maybe David felt intimidated by the wealth you'd accumulated in comparison to his own?" 


"Maybe." Dave sighed and held the photos above his head so that he could stare into his own eyes. He could 
see his soul. Could see the love that shone through his eyes. And, in return, he could see just how happy David 
was. "He had so many projects going on. Music, books, coffee, a record label. Hell, | could never keep up with 
him. Originally it was me chasing him and fitting in with his schedule. Then, when he moved back to LA, the 
tables turned and | suppose | was unconsciously showing him that | could do the same except on a much larger 
scale. Except that | walked out for months at a time. David would only be gone a couple of weeks, tops. Ken, | 
was gone for nearly a year. A year. Nine months, two weeks, and three days to be precise. In that time | never 


came home. It was like | was determined to show him the life that he was going to marry into." 

"Did he visit you on the road?" 

Dave nodded. "Oh, yeah. And our paths crossed occasionally, too. That was when David was still giving talks and 
demoing his coffee. But when | started mumbling about coming home from time to time, he left the road to 
wait for me." 


"And did you go home?" 


He paused and closed his eyes, suddenly ashamed of himself. "No. | didn't” 


"And how do you think you can get him back?" 


The sky was beautiful; he couldn't deny that. How often had they sat together outside and watched day turn 
to night? How many times had they let their minds wander to the stars and debate the possibilities of other 


life? How often had he woken David to see a sun rise? 


"David tapped into my playful side. | keep going, always chasing the next big project. But even though he himself 
was busy, he used to make me slow down. We'd go swimming or hiking together. Go and try new restaurants." 


He smiled as he remembered the previous years. "Our life was so wholesome it was disgusting.” 
"Not disgusting at all," Ken gently commented. "Your life sounds positively delightful." 


"That's true." Dave noticed the change in tone in his voice and could feel a lightness returning to his soul. "We 
did everything together and, somewhere along the way, | think that we lost that. We lost the ability to connect 


on the base level that we started out on" 
"Exactly. And you need to find that again. Do you mind if | make suggestions?" 
Bringing his attention back to Ken, Dave nodded. "Please. I'm kinda out of ideas right now." 


"Do those things again. Simple, little things, Dave. Go for walks. Watch the night sky. And slow down | know that 
you say it's hard and we'll put things in place to make sure that you're not running until you hit burnout. 
Because, right now, | think that you're not running in order to meet deadlines. You're also running from 
yourself. You're running from the person that you were moulded into when you were young. You're running 


from him and trying to find the person that you really are. And that's what we're here to help you do." 


“This thing is insane!" 


David grinned as he listened to James wax lyrical about the car. The other man, he'd discovered, was a serious 


gearhead with a love for old cars. He'd never expected James to fall for something modern and, well, electric. 


Sitting in the passenger seat, he watched as the sun set over the rolling desert, red and gold painting the 
never-ending sky. There was nothing except for scrub and the mind-blowing expanse of wilderness. Other than 


a couple of other cars, they were completely alone. 


Pebbles sat in his lap, a little harness wound around his body and the leash wrapped around David's wrist. 
David smiled as the cat just watched the world go by. Like his owner, he was calm and patient and seemingly 
unphased at being bundled into a car. David's fingers wandered over the cat's head, enjoying the feeling of his 


warm fur as the car accelerated beneath them. 


He should have felt heartbroken. He should have been crying. He should have been curled up on the couch and 


screaming to the gods because the man he loved had decided that they couldn't be together. 


Instead, David had done something that he rarely did. He'd been impulsive. He'd seen an opportunity and he'd 
taken it. He should have felt like utter shit for inviting someone other than his husband on a trip. But he didn't. 


He felt free. Unseen shackles had been cut away and he'd been turned loose into the world. 


The sun was beginning to touch the mountains as they pulled into the gas station for a much needed rest 
break. The car had a six hundred mile range and its battery had barely dipped below 10% but David still 
plugged it into one of the many chargers. Just to be on the safe side. He may have been free but some habits 
weren't so easy to break. Once he was satisfied that it was charging, he stretched his legs with the short walk 
to the edge of the lot. 


Below him the interstate wound its way through the desert, now all but hiding in darkness as the sun made its 
final swansong behind the distant mountains. A chilly breeze tickled his bare arms and lifted his hair and David 
stood silently as he took in the scene before him. A scene of nothingness and everything. A scene that 


promised to fill his now empty life with the richness that he'd once had. 
"David?" 


The voice was as gentle as the breeze that whispered around him. Tangling one hand in his hair to stop it from 


whipping around his face, he turned and looked behind himself. 


They were the only car on the lot. Heck, they were the only car at the entire gas station. Behind him, he could 


hear the roar of traffic but those people obviously needed to be somewhere fast. 

James had propped himself on the hood of the car, his mile long legs stretched out before him and the heels 
of his boots resting almost lazily in the dust. The cat sat on his lap, ever attentive of the world around him. 
The bright lights of the charging bay seemed to give them an almost angelic hue and David felt his heart 
clench. 

"Okay?" James asked. 

David nodded and, with his feet scuffing the desert dust, he slowly walked over. There were a million thoughts 
racing through his mind, all of them inevitably conflicting. But there was something in his heart that he had to 
answer, a call from another that needed to be heard. 


Resting his ass on the hood, he gave James a smile. "I'm good. How are you? How's the hip?" 


"Good enough to drive on" The other man smiled and the light shimmered over his lightly-coloured hair. He 


tilted his head back to the car. "Great car to drive, too." 


David smiled softly. "It is pretty cool. Just wish that it had come about in better circumstances. | mean, yeah, 


| can see why Dave did what he did. But still." He sighed and lowered his gaze to the ground. "He drove his own 
into a concrete planter. He had them put a song about a couple drifting apart on the stereo. Its a sweet gift 


but..." 
"But it's wholly inappropriate at the present moment. | hear you." 


The pause between them was filled with the sound of traffic and the gentle hum of electricity flowing along 


nearby power lines. 
"So what are you going to do now, David? Well, once we get back from Vegas?" 


David didn't lift his head. Instead, he just shrugged and sighed. "I don't know. Find somewhere to live, even 
though he's given me the house. But that's one of the things that I've always disliked; | feel like he's been 


shoving his wealth and success in my face." 


"Doesn't seem like that” James’ voice was gentle and David felt the butterflies swirl in his stomach. "Seems like 
he's pretty generous. | mean, the house is more of a practicality than a donation And if you're seeing him in 
that kind of light is he the man that you should really be with? Just tryin’ to be your voice of reason here, 
David." 


"I know. | know." He sighed once more and lifted his head. Sweeping the hair from his face, he took in the dying 
daylight and debated exactly what he did want. Had he wanted to be with Dave all along? Or had he just been 
there to catch him when his own life had begun to falter? 


The area smelled of gasoline, dust, and greasy food from the gas station beside them. David felt his stomach 
rumble. When had he last eaten? He was sure he'd eaten once he'd left Dave, but he couldn't be completely 

sure. 

Desperate to change the subject, he asked, "Hungry?" 

"| could eat. But we're only an hour out from Vegas. How much longer has the car got?" 

Sliding from the hood, David wandered to the driver's side and glanced at the centre console. 89% 

"Not long." 

Straightening up, he looked at the man before him. James was doing exactly what he'd done moments earlier 
and was watching the passing traffic. Pebbles had slid from his lap to sit patiently beside him, his tiny form 
silhouetted against James’ leg. Headlights now cut through the growing darkness and, even though he'd done 


this drive a hundred times before, David still got a thrill from travelling along an unlit road. 


"I love it out here," he softly said. "Nothing but the desert in every direction It's a great way to lose yourself 
in your thoughts. Or lose those thoughts." He smiled before seating himself back beside James. "It's so peaceful 


out here. Could stay here forever." 

| hear ya. It truly is beautiful out here." 

Around them, lights began to flicker on while the interstate continued its darkened journey through the desert. 
Internally, David felt as though a fire had been lit, one that was burning brighter with every passing moment. 
Shuffling closer, he placed a hand lightly in the small of James' back He was glad of the darkness when the 
other man glanced down at him with a small smile. 

"Hey." 

"Hey, David. How you feelin?" 

He nodded. He felt like he did a lot of that. Or a lot of sighing. His ideas needed to change. 

‘lm doing good. Just enjoying being out here, taking in the scenery and feeling the breeze." For a moment, he 
stared into James' eyes. Surely the other man wasn't as clueless as David thought him to be. He was a police 
officer after all with seemingly paranormal powers of intuition. Surely he could feel the flickers that passed 
between them. Or did he? "Can | ask you something?" 


It was James’ turn to shrug. "Sure." 


David felt his heart catch in his throat. Sweat suddenly slicked his palms and his head swam as he tried to 


sort words into the right order. Everything was suddenly confusing and, at the same time, so clear. 
"Would you mind if | kissed you?" he gently asked. 


Those eyes, the ones lit by the lights above them, widened for a second before relaxing. "Are you sure that's 


a good idea? David, you're in a fragile place right now. | don't want to add to any anguish you're feeling.” 

"Im feeling good," he softly protested. "Really, | am." 

"David." 

The air between them thickened and David forced himself to keep looking at James. He wanted to acknowledge 
the man beside him and not disengage his attention at such a time. Both of them were obviously at crossroads 


and struggling with David's own, sudden revelation. 


James’ voice was gentle as he asked, "You're not taking me to Vegas to seduce me, are you?" 


It had crossed David's mind once or twice during his hurried drive across the city. But that hadn't been the 


primary reason. He'd wanted some company and wanted to share his excitement with someone. 


"No." David tried to keep the emotion from his voice but to no avail. He heard it crack and glanced away. "No, 
I'm not. | wanted to share this time with someone. | was so excited at suddenly being able to just get in the 
car and drive that | wanted there to be someone else here. And you were that person We can turn around if 


you don't feel comfortable." 


"| feel comfortable, David. But | feel like you're rushing things here. Only what? Eight hours ago you were 
talking to Dave and ending your current life. | don't want to do something that you're going to regret later. And 
| also don't want to do something that I'll regret later." The taller man sighed and he turned to look at David 
"David, you're a lovely guy and | think you're great. But, truth be told, my last relationship left me a bit 
battered and bruised and | worry about hurting myself" 


Despite the traffic below them, they were completely alone, two soul drifting along the black ribbon towards 
the city of light. 


"Do you mind if | ask about your last relationship?" David quietly said. 


James sighed and, for a heartbeat, lowered his head. Pebbles scrabbled around at his feet before deftly 
jumping back to his lap as though sensing that his owner needed some comfort. James’ large hand came to 


rest on the back of the cat's head. 


"I was in love with someone from work. It was stupid really but we ended up together, he and |. We were 

together for six years before one day, he just.. disappeared" James' voice cracked and David reached out to 
touch his hand. He could see the other man's shoulders rising and falling as he tried to control himself. "Left 
the force, left the city and just.. vanished. Left everything he owned in the apartment we shared. | put it all 


into storage and moved into the place | live in now. It was six months before | heard from him." 
David kept his voice as quiet as possible as he asked, "Where was he?" 


"He'd moved to the mid-west. Said he needed a fresh start. Said that LA was wearing him down. | understand 
that, really, | do. But | wish that he'd talked to me. We both could have gone. We could have started a new life." 


"You really loved him?" 
"With everything that | had. But he didn't want me to go out there. He said that he loved me but that he 


couldn't see me any more. |-" James paused and David listened as he choked back his emotions. "I loved him so 


very much." 
"When did all of this happen?" 
"Ten years ago." 


David felt his heart break as it had done so many times before. "l'm sorry. And I'm sorry for putting you into 
this position. | shouldn't have done that." 


James looked at him and, in the bright lights, David could see his eyes glistening with tears. "You weren't to 
know." 


"I still shouldn't have done it. I'm sorry." Reaching out, he ran his thumb over the rise of James’ cheek. A tear 


caught on his nail, glistening for a moment before sliding over his hand and down his wrist. 
They sat in silence, taking one another in as though trying to figure out the fragments of the other man's 
soul. Finally, David wrapped his arm around James' neck and gave him the gentlest of hugs. He could smell the 


other man's cologne and could sense the sadness in his body. 


"Shall we go?" He smiled gently. "Only an hour to Vegas and then food and a comfortable bed" 


He'd pinned the photos that Ken had given him beside the head of the bed. He should have been journaling or, 
at the very least, reading the books that he'd been given Instead, Dave lay in bed and stared. 


The photos were memories of happier times, snapshots of the life that they'd had before the demons had 
taken over and picked apart his life. 


One was from their wedding day, a posed photograph amid a grove of trees. The way they looked at one 
another, with light shimmering in their eyes, was slowly working its way into Dave's heart. He missed those 


moments. Missed seeing the love that the other man had for him. 


Another had been taken in Rio on a date that David had followed him on tour. Nate had graciously handed over 
his bass for David to jam with them on stage. In his mind, Dave could still see Nate at the side of the stage 
with a wry smile on his face as he'd hopped and danced around David. 


The final one was from one of David's speaking tours. David had taken a band of friends with him. Most were 
people that Dave had never met before, all friends of David's from back in Arizona or from his days in 
Megadeth. On a rare night away from the road and award shows, Dave had decided to sneak along and surprise 


his then-soon-to-be-husband. The photo had been taken at the exact moment that David had worked who'd 


been playing drums, his face lit with a wonderful mix of surprise, shock, and joy. 


The tears should have faded hours before. But they were there, prickling his eyes and blurring his sight. His 
heart was so broken that Dave didn't know if it would ever be repaired. His soul cried for the person who had 


walked away from him only that afternoon 


"| miss you," he murmured. "Please be waiting for me when | get home." 


While they were staying at the Aria, David had chosen somewhere a little more low key for dinner. Buried 
within the depths of The D, the steakhouse had, to David, seemed like the perfect place to take the other man 
With padded booths and low lighting, it was a change from the rest of the Strip. Less glitz and more chill 


Sinking back into one of the booths, David felt himself relax for the first time in several days. His shoulders 
began to drop and his jaw loosened. The niggling threat of a headache was finally beginning to fade. For a few 
hours he could be himself even if the journey had exhausted him. David had to remind himself that he wasn't 
eighteen any more. 


"Vegas and shrimp cocktails; two things that shouldn't go together but do." 


David grinned and lifted his head. James was sitting across the table with his nose buried in the menu. They'd 


dumped their meagre luggage in the hotel, fed the cat, and freshened up before heading out. He'd chosen his 
usual uniform of black jeans and a black button-down shirt. James, meanwhile was, in David's eyes, looking a 


picture with a waistcoat casually tossed over a white tshirt. 


He shouldn't have been looking at James like that. Shouldn't have been allowing those thoughts to even 
manifest. He should have been feeling guilty for what he was feeling but even that seemed to have been 
deadened by the events of the past several days. Instead, David wanted to sit back and enjoy the next couple 


of days come what may. 

So he did. David forced himself to sit back and take in his surroundings. Jazz was being gently piped from 
unseen speakers and the smell of cooking meat hung in the air. In the distance, he could hear the faint jangling 
of slot machines. 

"What are you having?" James' voice was gentle and David felt himself melt a litle. 


"Well, we're in a steakhouse so | think I'm gonna go with the Porterhouse. You?" 


He watched as James quietly continued to survey the menu. "You know, it's a while since | had a New York 


Strip." 


David had to stifle a chuckle. Lowering his head, he placed a hand over his mouth and tried to force the 
laughter back down. 


"Hey. Mind outta the gutter, Ellefson," the man across the table teased. 


Shaking his head, he kept his eyes lowered. "It's been a while," he managed to say between bursts of laughter. 
"Like, quite a while." 


"How long?" The tone of James’ voice had suddenly become filled with concern and David found himself looking 
up. 

The blonde man's demeanour had changed in a heartbeat. Gone was the man who'd been teasing him for finding 
a simple name funny to one who wanted to connect with him and find a way to heal the past. David felt that 
ache return to his soul and, with a soft sigh, he rested his elbows on the table. 

"Its been at least two years since Dave and | were last.. intimate." Pausing, David chewed on his lower lip. 
There was so much that he wanted to say but phrasing it so that it didn't come across as pornographic was 
tough. "It's been eighteen months since, yeah." He smiled sadly. 


"Since?" James gently pressed. There was no pretence and no expectation. He just wanted to hear David out. 


David could feel the blush rising to his cheeks. "Since | last had an orgasm." 


"Ah, okay. Didn't feel like it or..?" 


He shrugged. "Mix of didn't feel like it and couldn't get anything to work. There's been so much stress over the 


past couple of years and with Dave currently in rehab it feels like | can start over. Or at least relax." 


James nodded and David found himself drifting a little deeper into the other man's eyes. "That makes sense. 
And | apologise for pushing you away earlier. | don't want you to be hurt any more than you already are. And, 
as | said, there's things that I'm still living and working through." 


David smiled warmly. Reaching across the table, he brushed his hand against James’. "Hey. That's completely 
understandable. You're not here to be my playmate. You're here because | wanted to share this moment with 


someone else. And it's certainly nice to be sitting here talking and not being home alone in a hotel room." 


Thankfully a waiter swung by and they placed their orders. With the conversation broken, David smiled and 
leaned on the table. He was glad to be away from the subject of his life for a moment. He took a moment to 
appreciate the man sitting across from him, silently thankful that James had been so willing to give up his 


weekend for a few days in Sin City. 


"You know," he began, "we haven't talked a lot about music. You said that you saw a couple of our shows back 


in the 80s. What kind of music are you into?" 

At that James’ eyes lit up and, for a moment, the man that David had come to know melted away. In his place 
was the twenty-one year old reprobate who'd laid waste to LA. "Still into the same stuff | was into back then. 
Rock, metal. If it's got guitars and interesting lyrics then I'm in" 


"Still go to see bands?" 


James shrugged. "From time to time. Its like we said a few days back; your friends move on and it's tough to 


sometimes go by yourself. Especially if you're going to be the old man standing at the back" 


David laughed and moved to push his hair out of his face. "Speak for yourself. But you know, if you ever want 


someone to go to a show with." 


"IIl give you a call" James grinned. He paused and David felt a blush touch his cheeks as those blue eyes swept 


over him. "That would be nice, having someone to go and see bands with. Would be really nice." 

"Cause life can get lonely, huh?" 

James nodded. "Sure can." 

David gave him the gentlest of smiles and rested his elbows on the table. "And thank you for coming with me. | 


really do appreciate it. | know it's a little unorthodox but.. It's nice. It's nice to be hanging out with someone 


who isn't somehow related to my husband." 


James' smile was what caught David every time. It consumed his face and lit up his eyes, as though every 
ounce of happiness was trying to escape at once. Dave never did that. Or at least not any more. Dave had a 


"media face" and it was the one that, in recent months, he'd also been giving to David. 


They chatted back and forth until their meals arrived. David dug in, suddenly feeling far more hungry than he 
originally had been It was as though the stress of the previous days and weeks was melting away to nothing. 


He felt happy, almost blissfully so. Happy and... free. 
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David woke to sun streaming through the window and, oddly, a cat purring beside his head. Rolling over, he 
opened his eyes and smiled at the tabby cat before him. His grin widened as he reached out to give Pebbles a 
scratch behind the ears. David felt so comfortable and so warm that he didn't want to move. His body was 


relaxed and the ache in his head, the one that had been ever-present since Dave's fuck-up, had vanished. 
It was only when Pebbles shifted a little that David felt his heart drop and the memories come flooding back. 


They'd left the steakhouse and headed straight out onto Fremont Street. In the distance had been the faint 
rumble of thunder and David had been determined to stand beneath the casino's awnings and watch the light 
show that streaked across the street's arched ceiling. Huddled together, they'd watched the show, and the 


incoming rain, before hailing a cab and returning to the hotel. 


David remembered sitting on the couch beside the window and watching as lightning streaked across Vegas' 
neon-soaked sky. He remembered someone sitting beside him. He remembered feather-soft kisses. He 
remembered a hand between his legs and rubbing his clothed cock. He remembered the mind-blowing orgasm 


and the deep sleep that he had in its wake. 


And now the light of dawn was upon them and David found himself curled up beside James. Yet the fear of 
guilt faded with the memories. He was a free man. Free to be with whoever he so chose. Dave had no hold of 


him and, with one hand draped over the cat's back, he leaned and gave James the gentlest of kisses. 


Barriers from both of them had come down the previous night. James seemed to be letting go of the hold 
that his ex-partner had over him, as though James was waiting for him to one day magically walk back into 


his life. 


Rolling onto his side, David felt his heart clench. There, on the bedside table, was the ring that he'd worn for 
the previous decade. In all that time, it had never left his finger, the reassuring weight of platinum forever 
snug against his skin. 


Yet, last night, he'd obviously made the decision to finally remove it. 


He should have felt sad and guilty. But, oddly, he didn't. For the first time in a long time, David felt relieved and 
happy. Instead, he wanted to savour the moment for he had no idea how long it would last. Rolling onto his side, 
he gave Pebbles a quick head scratch before sliding his arms around James’ chest and settling back down, 


Excitement fluttered in Dave's heart. There were only a few days remaining until he'd be back out in the world. 
He was feeling a million times better. His thinking was clearer than it had been in years and he had the energy 


of a twenty year old. He just hoped that David would be there to enjoy it with him. 


Sitting in Ken's office, Dave nervously tapped a bare foot against the carpet. He'd taken to walking around 
barefoot and enjoying the feelings of different surfaces on his skin. He'd spent time in the garden and had 
helped to plant a small patch of vegetables. He'd sat under the sun and soaked up the rays. He was feeling 
more human than he had done in a long time. 


"Dave, once you leave we'll be in contact with you. We have an off-site liaison team to make sure that your 
transition back into your normal life is as easy as possible. It's like we've said before; rehab is a bubble. A rice, 
safe, comfortable bubble where you can heal and learn about yourself. The real world isn't like that. You'll be 
tempted. There'll be people who want Partying Dave to return. They'll put pressure on you to go back to your 
old ways." 


Dave nodded, taking it all in. He had to, especially if he wanted to make everything work with David again. Life 
would be so very much different. They would be avoiding places where the temptation lay. And, as Ken had 
said, it would be beneficial if he took David, a man with decades of sobriety beneath his belt, with him to 


places where Dave would feel tempted. 


"You have to be strong out there, Dave. And you've proved your strength in here. Speaking to David as you did 
and returning the freedom that you'd taken from him took strength and forethought. You realised the glaring 
mistake that you'd made and corrected it" 


"I know." Dave sighed and closed his eyes. "I just hope that he's waiting for me when | get out." 


Ken ignored that comment and continued. "And you've made real progress, Dave. Don't be putting yourself down 
outside. You came in here belligerent and angry. But you've faced up to everything and made the changes that 
were necessary in order to live your best life. l'm wishing you all the luck in the world" The therapist smiled 
softly. "lm going to miss you, not going to lie about that. We've had some ups and downs over the past few 
weeks. But you're a good guy, Dave, and it's been an honour getting to know you." 


His emotions were welling up and Dave could feel his eyes beginning to smart. "Thank you." 
"There's something | want to show you." Ken leaned forward and handed him an envelope. 


Tearing it open, Dave pulled out two photographs. The top one was his mugshot from the night he'd been 
arrested. He looked angry and his eyes were glazed. His hair stuck up in every direction and his skin was sallow 
and pasty. The second one had been taken just a few days previously. He'd been sitting in the garden and 
soaking up the sun when someone had asked him to smile. For the first time in years his smile came easily. 
And it all but glowed from the photo. He looked like a completely different man. His face had regained some of 
its youthfulness and there was a gentle tan to his skin Most of all, Dave could see the sparkle in his eyes. The 
sparkle that had faded so many years ago. 


The tears came. Lowering his head, Dave tucked the photographs against his chest and sobbed. He'd lost so 
much in those years of "partying". Not just time but people. Memories. Events. All washed away on a river of 


alcohol. Most of all, he'd lost the one person he loved the most. The person he'd promised his life to. The 


person who'd tried to save him and eventually realised that he couldn't. 


"Keep them as a reminder, Dave. A reminder of how far you've come. The work isn't over yet but you're a 


good way along that road. Keep on going.” 
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David liked routines. They made sense to him and made him feel safe. Depending on James' shift pattern, he'd 
get up, make two cups of coffee, feed the cat, and head back to bed. After that he'd make breakfast and send 


the silver-haired man on his way. 


David had little to do with his days. He admitted that and was trying to rebuild what he'd once had. Friends 
were slowly trickling back into his life and he was carefully putting together a new business for himself. He 
wanted to go back on the road, meet more people, and give talks about his life. Only this time he'd be able to 
add in how secondary-alcoholism had almost destroyed it. How many times had his life fallen apart? David had 


lost count. 


Once he'd kissed James goodbye, David settled on the couch with the cat on his knees and his phone in his 
hands. He was planning on going out later; they needed groceries and giving the car a run would do it good. 
Being a house-husband had almost been forced on him by Dave. With James it was a willing, and happy, role 
that he'd taken on. The other man worked long, and tiring, hours, often returning home later than his shift 
ended. He'd look weary, his eyes heavy, as he told David stories of those who'd passed through the station 
that day. The drunks, the addicts, the destitute, the bad drivers, the killers.. All of them, at some point, 
crossed James’ path and left an indelible mark on his psyche. David had urged him to take early retirement; he 
was nearing sixty as it was and could have retired several years before that. But James had just given his a 
wry smile and shaken his head. Police work was his life and, without it, he feared that he'd go back to his own 
old ways. 


David knew that there was no way of tempting James away from his work unless he was given something 
similar to do. Private security? Consultancy? David had rejected both and it was a text message from Frank 


Bello that had got the gears of David's brain working. 


Ask him if he wants to do tour management. Sounds like it would suit his personality and need for routine. And you 
know that we'll support him, too. 


Smiling to himself, David had made a note to put the idea to James later. He hoped that it would be the key 
that finally got him away from the emotional agony of working at the station. 


Another thought crossed his mind and David found himself slumping into the couch. He was still married. He'd 
been intending to get the divorce papers finalised but, well, he'd wanted some time to get his head in the right 


place. 


Giving Pebbles a head-scratch, David gently moved him onto the couch and stood up. His heart was heavy and 
he felt weighted with the sadness of what was to come. Once more he was saying goodbye to one part of his 


life before embarking on another. 


"David?" 
No reply. 
"David?" 


Standing in the foyer of their sprawling house, Dave looked around himself. His suitcase sat at his feet and his 
glasses pushed the hair from his eyes. But he didn't need them to know that the house was empty. He could 
feel it creeping down the stairs and hiding in the shadows, a cool sensation that wrapped around his ankles and 


whispered in his ear. 
Davids gone.. David's gone.. You opened the cage door and now he's flown away.. 


The tears came before the heartbreak could truly hit him. Slumping to the floor, he sobbed like a lost child. 
Everything he'd done, all he'd worked for.. He'd been hoping to show it to David. Hoped that it would make the 


other man proud of him once more. 


Dave couldn't stand. He couldn't move. All he could do was cry. His eyes were raw and his lungs ached with the 
unearthly sounds that tore from him. The tiles of the house were cold beneath his hands, just like the 


shattered heart that was now crumbled in his chest. 


He didn't know how long it took for him to pull himself together. But finally Dave found himself sitting on the 
floor, his face red and his eyes blurred. Everything had been pulled from beneath him and tossed into the wind. 
He was being left to fend for himself in a world that he wasn't sure that he'd understand. 


Rifling through his bags, he found his phone and turned it on It had been confiscated during his time in rehab 


and Dave wanted to see if there anything from the man he loved. 


It was several minutes before all of the notifications came in. From people despairing, to wishing him well, to 
messages from management.. Everyone had thought of him. Everyone except for the one person he'd hoped 
would be in touch. He didn't know what he'd expected of David. But he'd hoped for something, even just a 
message to say that David was thinking of him. But there was nothing. 


Everything ached and Dave could feel the tears welling up once more. All he wanted was to see David and feel 
the other man's arms around him. He wanted to hold the older man tight and whisper sweet nothings to him 


as they had done for so many years before. He wanted to look into those eyes and fall in love with the warm 


soul that lived within that body. 


He tried to call David and got nothing; the other man had already blocked him. Which meant that he also 
wouldn't show up on the tracking app. But.. 


Chewing his lower lip, Dave opened the Tesla app. His car, because of his own stupidity, no longer showed up. 


But David's did. When he'd purchased the car, he'd asked for it to be added to the app. And there it was, a 
little red car was charging in a parking lot down in Hollywood. According to the information it was 90% charged. 
David was getting ready to go out. 
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The sun felt good against his skin and David smiled as he turned his face towards it. With a cotton bag hooked 
over one shoulder and a travel mug of coffee in his hand, he felt a little happier at his decision. He slid his 
sunglasses as he walked around the building. 

His phone told him that the car was mostly charged. James had, very kindly, had the charging station installed 
so that David wouldn't have to drive somewhere and wait. The gesture, one that had taken more work than 
James realistically needed, had warmed David even further to the other man. 


"David." 


David stilled, his hand on the car door and his heart turning cold. He had his back to the voice and he couldn't 


bring himself to turn around. 
"David, it's me." 


That voice, so soft and so gentle, was one that, in recent years, he'd only heard in his memories. David felt his 


breath shorten and he tried to fight against the ice that was beginning to melt from his soul. 
Lowering his head, he dropped his hand from the car and murmured, "No. Please, no." 


"Why?" The voice was growing closer and David could hear his husband's feet quietly crunching against the 


loose gravel. 
"Go away,” he whispered. "I don't want you here. | don't want to see you." 


There was a pause and, behind him, David heard the younger man's breath hitch. The air suddenly felt heavy 


and oppressive as though the warmth of the sun had been sucked away. 


"Why?" There were tears in Dave's voice and David knew that the other man was forcing himself to be stil 


and not run to him. 
His own voice hitched as he whispered, "Because | have to go. l'm sorry, Dave." 
Pulling the car door open, David slung the cotton bag onto the passenger seat and all but threw himself in. He 


couldn't let Dave see him. Couldn't let the other man see him starting to break down. He had to be strong and 
get to his lawyers before the emotions hit him. 


As he was reaching for the door, his eyes settled on Dave. The other man stood forlornly in the middle of the 
parking lot. With his glasses keeping the hair out of his eyes, there was no hiding the emotion that was etched 
into his face. He'd been through a lot - a car crash, followed by rehab, and now the breakdown of his third 


marriage - and David could see the tears coming. Yet.. He looked beautiful. 


Sliding from the car, David slowly walked towards his husband. His stomach clenched and his heart beat that 
little faster. As he closed in on the other man, he could see Dave desperately trying to fight back the tears. 
He'd probably been expecting David to be at home, cooking a welcome home meal before hauling him to bed. 
Instead, he'd stepped into an empty house and wondered what the Hell had happened. 


He stood before Dave and looked him over. There was no doubting he looked incredible. His skin had softened 
and a glow had returned to his cheeks. His hair, straggly and unkempt at the time of the crash, had been 
trimmed and tidied. It was his eyes that caught David off guard. Two years ago the sparkle that David had 
fallen in love with had faded and died to be replaced by something hard and cynical. David had hated the man 
that Dave had become but had known that, deep down, the man he'd fallen in love with was still living deep 
within his husband's soul. 


But it was there, floating through those dark eyes, and threatening to break free just as soon as David 
confessed his love. 


"Hey, Dave," he whispered. David couldn't help himself and he reached out to run his thumb over the swell of 
his husband's cheek. "You look.. amazing.’ David smiled sadly. "Absolutely incredible. You." David fought with 
himself, trying to keep himself in check. "You look like the man | fell in love with." 


He watched as Dave's chin trembled. And then the tears came. They stood in the middle of the parking lot and 
sobbed, neither daring to touch the other. There was a wall that neither of them could see that had been built 
between them. While Dave had been healing, David had been hardening and he'd put a divide between them. 


"You look beautiful” Dave managed to smile through his tears. "You always do." The younger man paused and 


David caught his breath. "Where are you going?" 
David looked over his shoulder to the car behind him and caught a glimpse of the bag on the seat. He licked his 
lips before quietly replying, "To my lawyers." A lump had suddenly formed in his throat and his fought back 


another wave of emotions. "To file for a divorce." 


Again, Dave's face changed as heartbreak and pain swept over him. David couldn't help himself. He couldn't 
watch the younger man suffer and he hooked his arms around Dave and helped him to stand. 


"David, no!" the younger man begged. "Please, no. Please don't do this. I've changed. I'm better." 


"Are you?" he softly asked. "Are you better? Or is this the top of another hill that you slide down? Dave, | 


can't go through that again. | just can't. You broke me, and my heart, so many times. | can't do it any more." 


The younger man shook before him, the pain so very real. Dave buried his face in his hands as his sobs 
reverberated from the surrounding walls. David wanted to reach out to him but knew that, if he did, he'd 


break down and give in He'd go home with Dave and the cycle would start again. 


‘I'm sorry," he murmured. "l'm so, so sorry. One day | hope that you'll be able to forgive me." 


It took all of his strength to go back to the car. It took everything he had to close the door. It took all of his 


composure to drive past the still crying man and out onto the road. 


